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INTRODUCTION. 



Ttf 18 little volume forms the first of a series in- 
tended chiefly for yonthfal readers. It has a slight 
degree of oonnexton with a preceding small work — 
Thb Di vbrsions ov Hollycot, or the Mother's 
Art of THmKiMO. Each of the yolames is^ 
howeyer, complete in itself; and they are held to- 
gether merely by unity of sentiment and design, and 
by some of the characters introduced into the first 
little book being further deyeloped as actors or 
story-tellers at the Round Table. 

The Tales and Conversations which form the 
present volume, are intended for readers of a more 
advanced age than such as may find amusement and 
instruction in the Chapters of Hollycot. In some 
of the stories, to which, for want of any known 
English name, I affix the title. Biographical 
Tales, in adapting the story to my purpose, a 
slight degree of license is taken with unimportant 



VI INTRODUCTION. 

facts, thoagh not nearly to the extent allowed in 
the historical novel. In the Tale of The Three 
Wbstsiinster Boys, it is probable that the ac- 
quaintance I assume as existing between two of the 
school-fellows did not commence till a few years 
afterwards, when William and Edward were stu- 
dents in the Temple. In the Biographical Tale of 
The Two Scottish Williams, which is to 
form part of the volume that appears next in the 
series, the history of the eminent individuals is 
strictly adhered to in every important point ; and I 
would fall far short of my aim in conveying an im- 
pressive lesson, if the very letter as well as the 
spirit of the Tale were not in exact consonance 
with the truth, and if the young reader were 
not absolutely assured that they were living 
men, of whom he is told^ and that such were 
their real sentiments, and such their actual doings 
throughout an illustrious career. It is needless 
to st^te how far some of the other Tales, which 
seem the least probable, are founded on fact. It 
will h% better that they be found usefnl and inter- 
esting. 

• Ediitburgh, November 1S31. 
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NIGHTS OF THE ROUND-TABLE. 



MISS HARDING'S TALE. 

WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL. 

Singe it is my chance to tell the first story, (said 
Miss Jane Harding, on whom it may be remember- 
ed by the readers of the Divbrsions of Holly- 
coT, the lot had &llen,) I should like to follow the 
most approved method of story-tellers, whether 
Mother Banch, Scheherazade, or Lady Blaemantle ; 
and as it is alleged that a story goes better off when 
the andience know something of the speaker, I 
mnst beg to say a little about myself, when i was 
A LITTLE oiRL. I assuro you my own adventures 
though not very romantic, are, I have been told by 
my young auditors, very interesting; which can 
only be, I modestly imagine^ from their truth in 
real life. 
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Ladies and Knights of The Round.Tablb, if my 
hbtory be good for any thing, it must be to teach 
you that '< All is not gold that glisters," and that 
there is seldom either safety or happiness in am- 
bitiously striving to get beyond the sphere in which 
our lot is appointed. My name> as most of you 
know," continued the lady, " is Jane Harding- 
Jane Aulmerle Harding : you also know that I was 
bom in London. But some of you need to be 
told that I had a houseful of tall brothers, and 
grown-up sisters, and that I was the youngest of 
the family, by seven years. You may guess that 
the cadette was a favourite^ a pet, a plaything, a 
darling, a plague ; and, in short, a sadly spoiled 
child. I was not slow of acquiring the notion that 
"litde Jane" was a person of vast consequence, — 
very clever, and would be pretty ; for so I dwly 
heard our lady visiters assuring my mother, by 
way of consolation for my original sallowness. One 
of my sbters was my governess, and a kind brother 
taught me writing and drawing: they were not 
the most attentive of instructors ; but I lived, as 
Dr. Johnson somewhere says, in an atmosphere of 
knowledge, and my mind, like summer grass, 
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sprung in tlie night. From four years old a 
French lady, a former member of the corps de 
ballet of the Opera House, gave me instructions 
in dancing ; and in this shewy accomplishment I 
was allowed to excel. At the public exhibitions 
of Madame Fringant, which I attended twice a- 
week, I listened to many aflFectedly-aside compli- 
ments made to my mother, on the grace and spirit 
of my air, and the ease and dignity of my carriage. 
No compliment was lost on me : I remember I was 
peculiarly grateful to one far-seeing old gentleman, 
an artist, who prophesied that sallow as I was, my 
little features were of a noble cast ; and that not- 
withstanding those dark eyes, so large in my thin, 
pale face that they actually stared like those of a 
wild sea-bird, I would yet be the beauty of the 
family. This incense was the more grateful, as 
fat Mrs. Deputy Roberts, who had just been feast- 
ing her eyes on the plump beauties of her own 
rosy Emma, was good-naturedly pitying my mo- 
ther the misery of my dingy plainness. Persons 
who suppose that they may with impunity talk 
either flattering nonsense, or heedless detraction, 
in the hearing of children, are grievously mistaken; 



4 NIGHTS OF THE ROUND-TABLE. 

and indeed their careful avoidance of disagreeable 
sabjects proves that they duly calculate the e£Fects 
of their flattery. 

When I returned from school on that day, I ear^ 
nestly set about improving my personal charms, 
my model being rosy, blue-eyed Emma Roberts. 
The indigo water obtained from the laundress, took 
little effect on the lai^e staring black eyes, wluch 
stared the more for their dyeing ; but my sister's 
colour-box furnished me with a full crop of fresh- 
blown damask roses for my sallow cheeks, and, 
thns beautified, I longed to shew myself at table. 

My condition among so many kind and fond re- 
latives was peculiar : I was like a grandchild on a 
visit, rather than a little girl at home. Among the 
most active of my spoilers, if the indulgence of sen- 
sible people ever can spoil children, was my father. 
Though ever a kind, he had been a rather strict 
father with his elder g^rls ; but little Jane was 
treated at first as a sort of animated toy, the 
darling plaything of his declining years, amusing, 
by her shrewd prattle, his hard-earned after-dinner- 
hour of relaxation. Though my mother and my 
sisters began to perceive my conceit, self-willed- 
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nesBf and petulaiice, and to offer occasional checks^ 
it was thought hard to mar ** poor papa's" brief 
moments of enjoyment in his family circle, with re- 
proofs and corrections of my iaults and tendencies* 
Indeed my childish idrs of vanity, my coquettish 
tricks, mimicking, as if instinctively, the woman ; 
my turn for pleasantry, and shrewd, ready talent at 
excusing my errors, were to him and my brothers 
so exceedingly amusing, that I, like older wits, took 
admiration for granted, and was confirmed in my 
faults. I think it was not quite well-judged in these 
gentlemen to treat " Little Jane" rather as a Lilli« 
pntian lady of fashion, or a Queen of the fairies, 
than a little girl whose character was to form. 

When I appeared at table, my painted cheeks 
and blued eyes were received with bursts of appro- 
bation ; even my mother laughed aloud — I suspect- 
ed ea me ; and the extravagance of the general 
mirth and admiration made " Little Jane" rather 
apprehensive that she was the subject of ridicule, 
which her vanity could not well bear. My suspi- 
cions were confirmed, when Cesar, the negro boy, 
who waited at tea, from broad grinning admiration 
of « Missey's" charms, proceeded to imitation, and 
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appeared before us, his black cheeks flaming in ver* 
milion. I first laughed, then bridled and pouted ; 
but the merry humour of my friends was irresis- 
tible. I read my own silly vanity in Cesar's grin- 
ning, happy face, washed ofF my mask of my own 
accord, and was thenceforth content to let my skin 
remain as nature had tinted it« 

I will mention another trifling circumstance, 
which helped to cure me of self-conceit of a deeper 
character. I was lolling one evening on my father's 
knee, wMting to receive my usual modicum of three 
roasted chestnuts, when my mother happened to 
say, ** Pray take care of my beautiful goblet, Mr. 
Harding, — water so hot will break it I fear." My 
father was mixing his wine with hot water, and he 
set down the jug till the water would get cooler. 

" Such nonsense, mamma," said I, pertly, << how 
can water, which is sqftf break glass ?" My mother 
was going away, and did not hear me, but my fa- 
ther looked closely, and, as I fancied, admiringly, 
at his *' clever little Jane." 

« Do you think hot water cannot break glass^ 
Jane ?" 

<< Surely not, papa, — how should it stand to 
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reason^ that water, which is soft," — and I trium* 
phanUy repeated my former assertion, or, as I 
thought, rational argument. We were now alone 
at table. ** So I find little Jane does not take 
things on hearsay, — qnite right that,*' said my fii- 
ther, ^* she grows a reasoner — wiser than her mo- 
ther." — ^* Oh, no^ papa, don't say so,— only I am 
sure water which is soft," &c &e« 

'< Snppose we try," said my father ; and as I knew 
my mother was very carefal of those richly-cat 
goblets, which she had lately got in a present from 
my Aant Ellen, and often washed and pot them 
away herself, I said I would wash them up for her. 
Sally^ the housemaid, had secretly allowed me to 
wash china cups, on trial, before now. My own 
calabash basin was procured ; papa gravely assbt- 
ed me in collecting all the glasses and goblets on 
the table into it, and over them I directed him to 
pour the boiling tea-kettle. He warned me to 
pause— •'< I might be wrong." ** Oh, no— non- 
sense I" He poured away. Crack ! cradc ! My 
heart fluttered. My father looked at me^ but I did 
not now construe his looks into admiration. 
The haroc was complete ! My eldest sister came 
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in. <'A11 my mother's fayonrite glasses! ignor- 
ant, conceiied child !'* My mother came. ** The cut 
wine goblels, mamma," said my sister, <<my aanfs 
present— Jane has broken them all." My mother 
looked much displeased. ** Jane has just leaned 
that there may be tmtha beyond her comprehen- 
sion," sud my father. ** I wish she had made her 
experiment at a cheaper rate," said my mother ; 
but my father said^ ** Nothing could be too dear for 
so good a lesson. Jane had learned one of humil- 
ity and self-distmst, that wonld, he hoped, last her. 
for life." 

My kind parents never said more to their weep- 
ing penitent, thoogh my sisters sometimes, when I 
was sancy, reminded me of the broken glasses. It 
needed not ; for I never forgot that dreadful, reite- 
rated crack. Several other circumstances occurred 
about this time, which made me suspect I was not 
quite the prodigy I had imagined myself. 

My &ther held a lucrative place under govern- 
ment, and besides managed the afiairs of a wealthy 
nobleman, to whom my grandfather had been 
steward. The Marqais of Aulmerle was a widower, 
with an only daughter, the Lady Jane, for whom I 
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WBS named, though her litde ladyship was hat 
three or four months older than myself. A large 
share of my childish thoughts was occupied hy 
this unseen name-mother; and a ]^rge place in my 
affections by another Jane, named for myself, the 
orphan child of a former servant of my fathei^s. 
Jane Ford was boarded with her aunt, a poor 
sempstr e ss, partly at the expense of my mother. 
She was my frequent playmate, the heiress of all 
my cast toys, finioks, and sashes, — ^the victim, also, 
ai aoy childish caprices ; for it was not long till I 
found out from my maid that Jane was a depend- 
antj a humble, poor girl, whom it was vastly gen- 
erous in me to patronise. Yet I loved her; I was 
her instructress, her champion, her liberal, if not 
very discreet friend. I shared with her my books, 
toys^ and sweetmeats. At my solicitation she ac- 
companied me to our dancing exhibitions, and to 
the play or pantomime in the holidays. My plea- 
nrea wcm incomplete without my protegie ; for in 
this light I chose to consider her, — she the obliged, 
grateful, humble person, myself the generous pa- 
troness. Jane, as I grew older, was besides becom- 
ing necessary to me, in the double character of 
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confidante and flatterer ; and I had oyerheard one 
of my sisters saying, << Well, with all her faults, 
Jane is not ungenerous ; her conduct to Jane Ford 
proves that." This confirmed me in my part of 
generosity. 

From nature and situation, my yonng companion 
had very early acquired the art of putting her pas- 
sions in her pocket ; so that our tempers seldom 
clashed, or if soj she always yielded. 

I was among other things intolerably jealous of 
my proetgie having any grecU friend except my- 
self, or those to whom I recommended her. Once, 
I remember, on hearing she had gone to Sadler's 
Wells, with Miss EmmaRoberts^ I disdained to speak 
to her for an hour ; and when her humility had soft- 
ened my wrath, I loftily told her, since she had got 
into good society she should keep there, and not 
forfeit her place by vulgar associations. 

Jane was as usual all complaisance and humility ; 
she indeed at no time either opposed my will or 
seemed to have any will of her own. My superior 
taste, talents, and accomplishments were her ever- 
grateful theme. It was overdone. I sometimes 
sickened of my own praises, and feared that instead 
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of an eqnal and a friend which I had no right to ex« 
peet, I had found the sycophant hanger-on which my 
conduct had created. How could I hope to find in 
Jane Ford, the victim of my caprice, a generous, 
sympathbing, candid friend. As we grew up my 
mother prudently wished to abridge our inter-i 
oonrse, rather I beliere from kindness to Jane, 
than fears of a friendship which my pride and Jane's 
subservience made so hurtful to both of us. I out- 
grew many of the evil consequences of this asso- 
ciation, thanks to the happy domestic circumstan- 
ces in which I was placed, and the severe lessons I 
was soon fortunate enough to receive in the school 
of dependence. Jane Ford was less happily situated 
and exposed in her unprotected orphan condition 
to the full force of the mean envy and rankling hate, • 
which the mortifications inflicted by the airs and 
arrogance of our superiors are so apt to engender. 
She never forgot, while submitting to my hu- 
mours, and witnessing my vanities, that her grand- 
^her had been head-gardener where mine was only 
steward ; no great original disparity in our stock* 
loftily as we carried ourselves now. But the en- 
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Tj, repining, and ambition of Jane Ford were to me 
later discoveries. 

As my jadgment ripened and glided my nator-t 
ally quick sensibilities, and, as it were, inbom 
love of my orphan name-child, we lived much bet« 
ter together ; the young patroness, all generous at- 
tention, proud of the talents and beauty of her pupil 
and friend; and the protegee^ all a£fectionate flat* 
tery, and grateful acknowledgment. 

I am afraid that when we tax our friends with in- 
gratitude, we do not always calmly inquire whether 
our conduct has deserved gratitude, or if our ac- 
tions are not in many instances, dictated rather by 
whims and vanities^ than by a judicious and sing^le- 
hearted desire to promote the welfare of the person 
whom we fancy we oblige, while in reality we 
merely gratify our own transient, kind humour. 
What did Jane Ford owe 'me for all the sashes^ aud 
trinkets, and ball-tickets, I bestowed on her ? Less 
than nothing, — ^they had been positively injurious. 
I am unwilling to think that the same thing holds 
of the knowledge of fashionable accomplishments 
I had been able to impart, or that she had uncon- 
sciously acquired in my society ; yet I fear that 
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this ako may be trae. I had shewn her allnriiig 
gfimpses of a world of enchantment, which she wag 
forbidden to enter save~ by some perilous or un- 
hallowed approach. Howerer true or false this 
may be in reasoning, it is certain in fact, that Jane 
felt all her obligations not only to me, bnt to my 
family, cancelled the moment ihat my mother, 
ho* best friend, proposed placing her in a house of 
business in the city, to learn to earn her bread. 
Yet this was the truest kindness hitherto conferred 
on her. It was enabling her to use those tools with 
which I had in part supplied her, to ensure her 
future respectability and independence. Of what 
inbstantial advantage were all the fineries and 
ftshions I had bestowed on the orphan girl ; the 
elegance and luxuries she had shared with me ; or 
the slight degree of liberal accomplishment she had 
acquired, save to fill her with discontent and repin- 
ing. She wept her degradation, and for the first 
time forgot to play the hypocrite, expressing open 
eontempt of the line of life my mother pointed out 
for her, and of the unceasing toil and Tulgar society 
to which she was consigned. It required all my 
address and influence to preyent the discoYery and 
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consequences of her unreasonable complaints ; yet 
I shared her griefs, and assuaged them by every 
art of consoktion in my power ; and what was more 
effectualy by every article of dress and sixpence of 
pocket-money that I could command. It was ar- 
ranged between us, that when I married — an event 
of which neither of us entertained any doubt — 
Jane should live with me. ** But who knows but 
I may marry myself," said Jane. << You remember 
what the fortuneteller told us — ^the coach and the 
fine house." I laughed, and repeated, ^< Who 
knows." 

About this time an event occurred, which for a 
time delighted me. My father's connexion with the 
Marquis of Aulmerle produced considerable inter- 
course between the families. The death of her ma- 
ternal grandmother had lately transferred the Lady 
Jane and her French governess from a remote seat 
in Northamptonshire, to Aulmerle Park in Surrey. 
The important commissions of the family were now 
often executed by my mother in town ; and, among 
other matters, she ordered all Lady Jane's dresses 
from the house in which Jane Ford was placed. The 
elegancies of the wealthy high-born heiress,-^the 
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trinkets, and toys, and books, and music, sent to 
her, were frequent subjects of my conversation with 
Jane. She had repeatedly seen the little lady my 
name^mother, when on a visit to an aunt, the dairy- 
woman of Aulmerle, of which great house we were 
indeed all a kind of vassals. 

It happefaed one day, when Jane was with me, 
that the Marquis, who had been doing business 
"vkh ifiy Neither, was called for by Lady Jane and 
her governess. The young lady had come to town 
for a few hours only, to have her teeth inspected. 
I peeped curiously from behind the drawing-room 
curtains at my name-mother. I wished to thank 
her for the many little presents which, probably 
at th^ suggestion of her friends, she had sent me on 
my birth-days ; and I longed to know her — her the 
happiest and most enviable, as I perceived she was 
the most blooming and beautiful, of all living crea- 
tures. I, alas ! still remained the dark-eyed, dark- 
haired damsel, though my complexion had improved, 
they told me, to a dear brunette tint. She was fair 
as a cherub — blocks of gold veiling full blue eyes, the 
rose of England blushing in her cheeks ; the pure, 
unmixed English beauty, which, in childhood and 
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early girlhood, is so winningly lovely, so different 
from either the fishy whiteness of Holland, or the 
sallow, sandy fairness of Crermany, — ^the transpa- 
rent,, celestial tints of the fair complexion to be found 
only in oar own island or imagined in Paradise. 
I was seriously affronted by the assurance of Jane 
Ford that my own dark eyes out-daza^ed Lady 
Jane's blue ones ; yet this was perhaps the only 
occasion in which her flattery might not be whotty 
false, for the style of our beauty fairly admitted an 
bonest difference of opinion and of preference. 

My mother uid sisters were abroad when the 
lady called. The Marquis begged a biscuit for 
his hungry little daughter. She alighted and 
skipped up stairs like a fawn. Mademoiselle, her 
goyemess, screaming and gibbering after her in 
vain. With what rapture of affection and pride 
did I receive her ! If somewhat bashful at first 
with the high-born lady, five minutes re-assured 
me, and ten make girls sworn friends. She was 
even more lovely, or more rich in roses and lilies 
than I had imagined. I introduced Jane Ford, 
who now contrived to whisper her rapturous ad- 
miration of Lady Jane, in tones loud enough to be 
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owrheardy «nd also to let tke yoaog lady know 
ditty like myself, ske was a boni vassal of the great 
konse of Afdmerle. 

Jaae assisted me m doing tke konoura of all 
tke kwn and dnoken «Bd all the cakes and jellies 
which the housemaid and myself conld muster. 
Lady Jane, a novice in life, and in London, admired 
all ske saw^ and Mademois^le ** Branched and 
mwiched,'' while my petite attention and a respect* 
fok observance to which she was little accastomed 
from her high-spirited pnpil, gained for me ap- 
probatioB of my good accent and go^ mien. Well 
endowed with tke good-hiuBoiired egotism of her 
country. Mademoiselle loved to flatter and to be 
flattered ; and felt evident; pkassre in making com* 
pliments, which^ if not always delicately discrimin- 
ative, were so warmly bestowed, that it was scarce- 
ly possible to donbt their momentary sincerity* 
Lady Jane, meanwhile, mimicked her grimaces and 
sharp vivacious movements, and made faces at her, 
scarcely behind her back. This proceeding rather 
disconcerted me ; but Jane Ford, qntckly adopting 
ker ladyship's style, retarned the grimaces with in* 
terest. These tricks, in a Marqms's daughter, were 

B 
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neither I thonght very good-natnred nor very well- 
bred ; bat if not qaite tbe prodigy I had imaginedy*-* 
if less accomplished, less formed and informed than 
even my little self, I loved the Lady Jane, but 
the more with her ** fair defects" or faults,— or for 
them. 

The Marqnis came up stairs to pay his respects 
to my mother, not knowing she was abroad, and to 
reclaim his danghter, I was standing in the middle 
of the room flourishing my tambourine, shewing 
Lady Jane a new step, and inviting an imitation, 
which to say the truth she .^attempted awkwardly 
enough. The Turkish costume was then a novelty 
in English domestic life, — my trousers, my tarn-* 
bourine, my attitudes, my dancing, and tbe comfort- 
able state of her own stomach, d^ew forth the ex- 
clamatory praises of Mademoiselle, who gibbered 
French about me to the Marquis faster than ever 
French was spoken before or since. My airy move- 
ments had been arrested on his appearance. " Is 
this your daughter, Harding?*' said he; and I 
thought a marquis might have said, ** Mr. Hard* 
ing*' to my papa, but he did not. My father replieidy 
'* Yes, my lord—- my youngest gir^-^my litde, 
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' spoiled; saucy Jane." I looked ap> as if I would 
have said, had we been alone, *^ And you are my 
dear, big, saacy papa." The Marquis instantly re« 
coUected the history of my name, and introduced 
his daughter to me, whom' he laughingly called my 
'^ Yenerable godmother." He said he wonl(j| re- 
main with the ladies, meaning us, tiU my father re^ 
turned from the Bank. I was well used to good 
sodety, though not to lords, so my bashfulneas 
soon wore o£F, and I was excited by his praises and 
by the vanity of displaying my taknts. I danced 
to him, to Mademoiselle's tuneless scream ; I sang 
a French mr and a Venetian canzonet ; and Lady 
Jane shewed him my work, my French exercises, 
and my flower-drawings, — ^sad daubs they were ! 
but she admired them probably on the same prin- 
ciple which made me adore her pink cheeks. 

The Marquis was a cheerful, well-bred man, who 
did not think it necessary to assume state or digni- 
ty with his old steward's son ; and when my mother 
returned, and found the very familiar, chattering 
footing we were all upon, she made some hurried 
apol<^es for " Little Jane's impertinence, — a sadly 
spoiled girl," she said, ^' among so many of us." 
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• ^ For wkkh reasoa I am gcmg to steal her awBj 
from yon, Mrs. Harding,— carry her off to Aid- 
meile Park to reform her, and make her a dutiful 
ohild. She must be a delightful companifon to her 
godmother, Lady Jane.*' 

Lady Jane, who had been whispering to horin- 
tlnlgeat father this very revest, flew to him in 
joy, jamping on his arm, and expressing her rap- 
turous delight. I was equally overjoyed to yisit 
Aulmerle Park^ that g^and ancient place, where 
Jane Ford's aunt had such a beautiful dairy, — Ibr 
thus congruous were my ideas; to see the Prince 
of Wales, perhaps, whom my slaters had once seen 
there ; and also that strange wild-fowl which came 
home from the Governor of New Holland, as a pre- 
sent to. the Marquis. 

I was thus honoured, principally I fear, for my 
tambourine and trousers ; and my expectations of 
pleasure, in the visit, were about asr reasonable as 
the motives of the invitation. ' 

My mother would have parried the request, and 
said as much about *' the honour" as people usually 
do when they wish to evade a disagreeable propos- 
al ; but the Marquis had no fears of her serioas* 
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opposition to << tbe bonear ;*' and Lady Jane, yoong 
as site was, bad no doabt of ber own bereditary 
rigbt to exact complianee from '^ dear Mrs. Hard- 
ing/' wbom die sSdCk^ to carass into tbe soliGited 
permission. My motber spoke of the trouble a 
girl so young must give in any family, and more 
seriously of tbe intermption of my studies; but 
tbere Mademoiselle volubly broke in, protesting 
ber alacrity in cultivating and forming " my fine 
mind," as if it bad been tbe raising of a crop of 
mnsbrooms. Of ber capacity, and tbe opinion wbich 
my Englisb motber migbt entertain of it, sbe was 
a Frenchwoman — ^nay^ more, a Parisian, and bow 
could sbe be disturbed witb doubts. 

My motber eompiied at last witb a very bad 

« 

grace, secretly hoping tbe Lady Jane and ber gov- 
erness might soon tire of me; for tbe one, she 
knew that I was too independent and self-willed,-— 
for tbe other, too shrewd and observing.^ My fa- 
ther scouted her prudent fears ; besides complying 
with the wish of bis patron, he believed that this 
visit would contribute to tbe health and pleasure of 
bis *^ Little Jane ;" and it was settled that be was 
to esacrj me down in August* Bat other things. 
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of some importance to me, happened before then ; 
and, before taking yon with me to Anlmerle Park, 
I mnst introduce yon to other friends-— my Spittals- 
field Widow, and his Majesty <j^eorge III.; for I 
made the acquaintance of both in the interval pre-* 
ceding my visit. 
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THE SPITTALSFIELD WIDOW. 

. When i was a litti<b GiRi«y it was a cnstom 
with my father and mother to seise the first fine 
days of returning spring, to make some short rural 
«xoanion round London with their children. They 
said it was to spend the money we had sared by 
not attending theatres and seeing sights so fre- 
qnently as onr neighbonrs. On the first of Jane^ 
of a season of truly ** ethereal mildness/* a rare oc- 
currence in England, it was arranged that we were 
to visit Windsor Castle» and a young cousin whom 
I had at Eton School. In the February of this 
year we had been as far as Enfield^ my first distant 
excursion. I had seen many hills^ and ends, and 
^ategf and ikarpeSf and hatches^ with the names of 
which I was familiar ; and I had also seen Wal- 
thamstow, and Bkmstead Downs, and Cheshunt, and 
many lovely rural scenes and sights, such as I, a 
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London girl, had never imagined^ or but feebly 
and imperfeetly. I had fancied that I knew Lon- 
don and its environs, for many miles round, quite 
well, from my maps and the descriptions in my 
books, but I did not ; and I think this little re- 
alizing jooniey) in which I could eompare visible 
and tangible things widi my rude and imperfect 
notioM, w« worth a year of study in geography. 
Bat the Windsor jotamey was die most impmrl- 
ant I had ever anticipated. I waa to see the Cas- 
tlC) the King, and the Conrt, and the pictures ;— 
and what damsel of my age knew better of Earl 
Surrey^ and hit Genddtne, and the royal poet. 
King James the L of Scottand, not to mention 
Datehet Mead, and Heme's Oak, whidi I had 
•een in the play^-house in the Merry Wiv«a of 
Windsor, and was now, as I foolishly fancied, to 
see in real life. I had only one trial in prospect^ 
my mother was to leave us at Windsor, to visit 
her fiivonrite sister, Ellen, who was in yery had 
health; — I was not, however, of the age to fret 
long at evils slill four days distant. 

On the evening prevkms to our departure^ I saw 
my mother preparing to go out at a rather unnaiial 
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howr for her, and at I fancied it was to purchase 
tlw straw iKmaet for myself, which I usually got in 
^ringy and which she had, I thought^ unaccount- 
ably neglected, I requested leave to accompany 
hor. — I liked to walk with my mother. She never 
wearied ef my questions ; now my sisters, althougll 
kind to me, had often matters of their own to at* 
tend to^ when we w^e abroad. I took a small basket 
whidi my nsother carried, about the contents of 
which I had some curiosity. It was very heavy ; but 
I was too honourable to pe^, and I thought it would 
be childish to Inquire ; for I was now nearly ten 
years old, and had become exceedingly sensitive on 
the subject ciS childishness. 

We bent our steps towards a quarter of London 
with which I had no acquaintance, and threaded 
many dingy streets, and narrow cross alleys. We 
also passed several straw-hat shops, where hata 
and bonnets of the new summer shapes hung in 
tsmpting variety, neighboured by streamers of gay 
modidi ribbons. I ventured at last to ask my 
mother what would be the cost of one of these 
small bonnets, with a green and white chequered 
ribbon. <' Above a half-guinea, I daresay— do 
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jon wish for one ? — I see no need yon haire of a 
new bonnet — that of last season, which yon now 
wear, is both neat and good. Yon have indeed^ 
been very careful of it : I must own that." 

*' If I am to see the King," said I. — My mother 
smiled. ** If the King be to see yon, yon mean/' 
said she. — ^ Bat speak your wishes fairly, Jane- 
there is no need of half hints, and finesse between 
a mother, and her little daughter^ — ^yoor parents 
deny yon no pleasure which they can and ought to 
afford you.*' — ** Then, mamma, I do not like to go 
to Windsor with this old bonnet — Jane Ford says 
it is shabby, and so does Emma Roberts."—^* So 
it is, after all ; to please Emma Roberts and Jane 
Ford I must give yon this bonnet, and neither for 
the King nor yourself. Well, as it is unfair to 
take advantage of your carefulness, and as I nan* 
aUy give you a new bonnet about this season^ yon 
shall have it, or the price of it this night." 

My mother now took the basket, for it had got 
heavy for me. I was a little surprised that a lady 
Kke my mother should carry anything of the kind, 
and I told her so. — ** Why, Jane, if I had been 
walking up Bond Street, or along PiccadiUy in a 
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momingy perbapi I migbt not hare liked it, in 
dnad of the Jane Fords, and Emma Robertiet 
of my fashionable acquaintance ; bat it ii oon-i 
Tenient for me now, and not improper in this place. 
I csnld not spare a serrant this evening, nor did I 
choose to hire a porter for so qoiet an occasion^-^ 
and though yon expect that the King is to look at 
yoor bonnet, I don't suppose that any one will no- 
tiee so plain-dressed a person as myself, with a 
little iprl, carrying a' basket in Spittalsfield/' 

On a Saturday erening, there we were then— in 
the place where all the beautiful silks and satins 
are wore; and as there was no end to my won- 
ders on this walk, I now wondered more than 
erer, how such poor-looking dirty people, as those 
that were going about on errands of Saturday, 
could manufacture those brilliant and delicate fa- 
brics. We entered a dose, dirty, dingy, mean- 
looldng alley, and climbed a narrow, rotten, wooden 
itur. I said it was dirty, and snuffed up my nose; 
bnt my mother said it was not dirty for the sita«* 
ition. — f* Not, to be sure," she said, «< like the 
painted carpeted stairs you are accustomed to, 
Jmt not dirty. It is time Jane that you were 
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learning how tbe great ^unily of mankind act and 
live* You have heen too long among ladies asd 
gentlemen, snrrounded by eleganee and affluence ; 
and yoa must learn what wealth, and luxury, and 
even cleanliness really mean, lest remaining igno- 
rant of distress, yoa become callous and hard of 
heart*" 

We knocked at a door, and a girl aboat my own 
age (^ened it. My mother knew her, and spoke 
kindly to her ; and the little girl looked so happy 
to see ns, that for a few seconds she forgot her 
curtsy. Then it was very respectfully mad^-- «nd 
she ushered ns on through a narrow dark passage to 
the door of an inner roora.^ — ** Little Bell,*' said my 
mother, ** is, as you see, in her okdf mended, and 
clean frock, as neat for her condition^ aa yoa iii 
your white dress are for yours. Instead of mar- 
velling and blamii^ — ^much less sneering at the 
sluttishness and dirt of poor families, I am often, 
Jane, lost in admiring surprise, when I look 
into their economy, and know their slender means, 
at the decency, neatness, and comfort to bo foond 
in their honseholds.-^Ah ! Little Jane, if your 
mother had all her children to cloAe, maintain^ 
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and edneatei on tke sknder precarions wages of a 
SfMttalsfield weaver — ^wkat a miserable familjr ef 
poor we sbosld be ! Wbere sbonld I find tbe 
tn&rgy of r e wto tion, die endoranoe in toil, of thoee 
poor vetpeotaUe nothem of bnoible life ?" Mf 
motber bad never tpokea to me so before* I dunk 
tears were in ker eyes, yet abe was smiling too. I 
yeatared now to adc her wbitber we were going ;^« 
wbom to see? ^A poor, infiroiy old womaa^ 
Jane; yet one of tbe happiesti and one of tbe best 
persons I know, — yes» dioogb tbe inmate of a gar* 
ret ia l^ittalsfieU— tbe Widow Riisbtoii."--Hoir 
ooold I have been so stupid as not to bave guessed 
tbts before ! Tbe name ^m lafancy so familar to 
Boe, a bonsebold word witb my elder sisters : even 
my fatber and brotbers knew Widow RnsbtOB^— 
mad I renumbered bearing tbem repeat many of ber 
shrewd saymgs, her ^dd things, and ber jokes ; 
for tfaoQgli we did not boast of her aoquaiBtance 
before fine ladies and gentlemen, we often talked 
of her by ourselTeSy when we £M^ot them, and 
their flatteries and finery. 

It seemed that our knock bad not been beard ; 
yet we knew tbe widow was within^ and we beard 
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faer voice as if talking to a child ; the paralytic 
woman never left her apartment. We knodced 
loader^ and were summoned forward. In an arm- 
chairy in a ver jr small room, sat a venerable-looking 
woman, plainly and poorly, but neatly dressed as a 
widow of hnmble life. Her lame feet rested on a 
piece of old carpet of a pattern familiar to me at 
liome; a small three-legged table was near her, 
on which lay her Bible ; but there was no work-— 
no spectacles— one lifeless arm was slnng to her 
•«honlder. Her faculties seemed not only entire, 
but her hale cheerful voice and intelligent benevo- 
lent expression of face, indicated even a youthful 
brightness and promptitude of spirit. The eyes 
alone — ^there was no spot or blemish in them — ^yet 
was the expression vague, dead^ — not fixed, and 
yet statue-like. She received me very kindly, and 
asked my mother to .place me beside her. My 
mother sat very near her ; and as I thought it im- 
proper to attend to their whispered discourse about 
a marriage in our £Eunily, I amused myself in mak- 
ing a mental inventory of Dame Rushton's fumi- 
nitnre. On a second survey, the apartment did 
not look uncomfortable, though my mother after- 
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wards told me the whole goods it contained were 
not worth ten pounds. There were a small camp 
bed, a deal table covered with g^een baize, a very 
small chest of drawers, on which were piled some 
▼olumesy and a straw work-box, and pincushion ; 
•—here too stood a tea-tray with a picture of the 
King, whom I was going to see, walking on Wind* 
sor Terrace with the Queen and his children ; he 
looked a fresh young gentleman. Widow Bush« 
ton's mantle-shelf was well stored with the little 
things needed in the humblest housekeeping of a 
neat woman. In the window were four bough* 
pots with very sallow wall-flowers in sickly bloom, 
imd long-legged spindly geraniums ; and over all a 
bird's cage with the canary to which the widow had 
been talking on our entrance. ^< Hush you rogue," 
cried she> as the bird, emulous of the sounds of our 
voices, socially screamed forth its loudest notes,— ^ 
*^ yon will mope like a howlet for hours while we 
are alone, and scream out as soon as any friend 
enters the place. — ^Indeed, my dear," said she to my 
mother^ " I begin to grudge Bobby's seeds,— one 
month with another, he costs me threepence a 
month, which, this year, I will tell you, is a serious 
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tnm in poor Spittakfield." — Threepence m mouthy 
B serioBt sum ! I wis astonished. 

<* Noy no— yoB must not part with poor Bobby/' 
said my mother: 'Uhoogh he be ezpensiTe^ ho 
is yoor opera-singer — your Ancbnt-niiisio*-yoar 
Oratorios," — and my mother looked at me— << your 
liveiy oompanion in yoor dark hours ; — we heard 
you talking gaily to him bat now." My mother 
kud her hand kindly on the old woman's shoulder 
— ^I remeBU>ered they had been nurse and nursling 
many long years before I was born, so I did not 
wonder that though the widow generally addressed 
my mother as Mrs. Cooper, she now said, ** God 
bless you Mary, for minding that lonely poor felka 
need some little cordial for the heart, as well aa 
food for the stomach." I was not surprised at 
their familiar kindness, but I indeed wondered at 
their cheerful talk. 

My mother said she was to be from home for six 
weeks, ** witii poor Ellen, who may yet, Hannah, 
go brfore you. I wished to hid you farewell before 
I went," — and I was shocked when she added that 
if the widow died in her absence, my father was 
to take all charge— <^ If the change came/' were 
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her words, and a smile brightened the old woman^s 
features ; and I was sore then she was not quite 
blind, when her eyes looked as if some great thing 
were promised her. Her words of acknowledg- 
ment were low and few ; she spoke of the €rood- 
nes8 and Mercy that' had followed her all her life 
long — she trusted that the close was not far off 
now, yet that, laid ctside — ^useless as she felt her- 
self — a burden on those she loved, she still tried 
to possess her soul in patience and cheerful resig- 
nation. She next talked to me, felt with her 
hands how tall I was; and then I again feared she 
was blind, — ^lame, and blind, and old^ and poor, and 
yet happy ! — ^it was a moral riddle for me, and I 
was glad to try to read it. She gave me a hoard-, 
ed orange from her little table-drawer. I was 
rather big, I thought, for such presents; but it was 
given with such evident kindness that I received 
it with pleasure, and gave her back a small part 
peeled, that we might eat of it together. She now 
spoke gaily to me of my mother's childhood, and 
told me of her pranks ; and I thought I had never 
known my own mother, or the world I was living 
in and passing through, holy or evil, before this 
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evening. She thanked my mother for bringing 
<< Little Jane/' that ahe might see her once in this 
world. " Bat, dear dame, do you see me ?" said I^ 
taking her hand with eamestnets, and forgetting 
the rashness of the qnestion, <^ which my mother's 
look reminded me. I thought I should have snnk 
with grief for the pain I inflicted^ for there was 
momentary pain visible in the speaking faee; 
but she soon smiled very cheerfuUy, and said, ** My 
dear, there are many ways of seeing." 

My mother was going about with keys in the 
little room, examining all the ke^ings of the Uind 
inmate— the cupboard, and the old gardevin I 
once remembered in our garret, — ^to see what was 
wanting, . and to deposit the contents of our bas* 
ket. The little stores in the repositories were, it 
seemed, still almost untouched. '< Indeed, Han^ 
nah," my mother said, << we don't thank you for 
being so very thrifty.^' The old dame smiled with 
something like humour and pride — ^^ I have had 
easy nights, and little bodily pain ; why wasie on 
myself what this year many a poor thing so sadly 
wants," said she. 

<< That bottle of wine still untouched !" 
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** Bot, my dear, it ik good to have it io the hoiue^ 

wlwteTer inaj happen." — *^ Widow Boihton's com* 

forts last like the Vicar of Wdiefield's daughter's 

pocket-money/' said my mother^ smiting, to me. 

*^ It is not so long we can haye you now, Hannah, 

and why gmdge on yonrself the glass of wine Miv 

Harding so freely sends you ; or> if you like beer 

bettor, have it. The tin tea-caoistor nearly fall 

yet ! and such a pile of white shillings ! Indeed^ 

Hannah, I fear you are growing a miser in your 

oli days !" The old woman smiled outright now^ 

and her light glassy eyes almost laughed too. She 

said, ^' Don't give little Miss Jane so bad an opin- 

aonofme." I was interested, but somewhat be- 

wildered. For pity, for charity, for tears, for frank* 

ly voting away the price of my new bonnet, I was 

fully prepared ; but here there was no place for ex-* 

oeasiTe tenderness or benevolence ; — there was much 

to admire and to reverence more and more deeply, 

as I came to understand the character and condition 

of the blind woman, and of the virtuous poor, but 

nothing whatever to pity. My mother, finding so 

much left in the stores, again chided her nurse<^ 

'< JEudeed, Hannah," said she, << this extreme par- 
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Biraony looks like distrust of ProTidence, or doiibt 
of yoar friends." — ^< Nay, God forbid, my dear; have 
I ever absolutely wanted ? — nay, nor shall I even 
■Have I not been blessed in friends ; and in the 
JPriend that sticketh nearest. Whose trust should 
remain unshaken^ if mine wavered ?" and she shook 
her venerable head. 

" Tell your story to little Jane, while I visit 
your neighbours, Bell's mother and Mrs. Brando.-** 
Before taking her to see our good old King, I have 
brought her to see one of the happiest of his flub* 
jects ; tell her your story.** — ** Ay, my dear ; and 
do, bless you, call also on Martha Reding, or she 
will be jealous ;*' and she smiled again. *^ These are 
the kind neighbours th&t do for me," sidd the saga* 
cious old woman^ ^^ not the less readily^ my dear, 
that I am noticed, and their services to me ac- 
knowledged, by a lady like your mother. I cannot 
ask the young ladies^ your sisters, to call on my 
Spittalsfield gossips ; but your mother knows their 
trim, and can allow for them, and she makes them 
doubly attentive to me; yet they are worthy, ho* 
nest, poor folks. I have got Mrs. Harding and 
her friends good, faithful servants from such fami- 
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lies ; — and now for my story, my dear. Why, after 
aU, it is nothing ; but I shall tell it yoa, since your 
mother bids me. 

'< I was the daughter of a labourer in Essex — one 
of a large, poor family. I came to London for ser- 
vice, and found it ; for Essex g^rls had a good name, 
and I was a stirring, likely lass then — I mean for 
work. I remained in service fifteen years^ the last 
ten of which I spent in your g^ndmother's nursery 
—happy and easy years they were ; and, indeed, my 
dear, I have since feared, that young women are 
only too easy and well off in the families of gentle* 
folks, and that this sometimes makes them discon- 
tented as poor men's wives ; yet a home of one's 
own has many delights too to counterbalance its 
hardships. 

** John Rushton and I were long acquainted ; 
for, though bred a silk weaver, he vras an Essex 
lad originally. We were not rash in marrying 
yonng — ^your grandmother helped to prevent that 
folly ; we were both above thirty, and had put 
something beforehand to begin housekeeping. 
Wages were better then, and hours shorter for the 
poor weaver, though the ladies maybe did not buy 
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their gowns quite so often, nor so cheaply. Thi^ 
was the chamber of our first house, my dear, bi^ 
we had a large kitchen below ; and when your mo- 
tiber, th«i about your age, brought me that tea- 
tray, as a marriage-gift, on her first visit to Han- 
nah's home, she saw these very same old things yon 
are looking on now, nice things then. I believe, my 
dear, a poor couple, when they marry, and get ar 
home of their own, are as proud of their room and 
tlieir goods as e^er a hidy and gentleman of their 
oastle, their grounds, and their carriages ; and why 
should they not ? I am not seeing it now, but to 
me this small chamber, many a day, looked a glad- 
some place. Look round it my dear : it has keid 
coffins and cradles^ and heard the voice of bridal 
joy, and the groans of sore affliction ; the weeping 
of a bereaved mother, and iJie feeUe wail of bu 
aged widow ; but don't look sad, neither— for deep 
content is here :-*-the voice of thanksgiving for all^ 
*— for the grief as well as the joy has been breathed 
in the watches of the night from this poor cham- 
ber. Ohi if it were not so, what a hardened^ 
heartless creature were I, if you knew all the bless- 
ings that in a long life I have tasted/' This waa 
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said in a low, earnest Toiee ; md the Widow went 
on more lightly. — " I had five children ; either the 
air of London, or some fatal constitntional taint, 
nipt them one by one. No one saw the other save 
the two youifgw; and they also drooped, pined> 
and went at last. I spent more on these intots 
than was proper for poor folks. Conld I retain onr 
Utile MUire^or loty part of it nntouchedy and see 
them pine? But doetors did them little good* 
Conld I have carried them to a purer air I— Bnt» 
alas I I eonld not take them to Essex; and I have, 
indeed, in those days, grudged to see fine, healthy, 
young women rdling by in coaches, while I sank 
beneath the weight of &e sickly baby whieh I car* 
ried abroad, both of us gasping for a mouthful of 
finesher air. My own health £uled about this time ; 
but I struggled to bear up. Your grandmother lent 
OS a diild's Utile cairriage ; and on Sundays, wheii 
John Rnshteu had leisure from toil, we alternately 
dragged onr poor pale babies as far off as we could 
out of London into the country. Oh I how I sighed 
for the sweet btaith of the meadows of Essex for 
my children ; but they were taken to a yet purer 
air, and I was taught resignation. 
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** But ere this times were become hard with us ; 
a low rate of wages brought on long, weary hours 
of work ; and langour and sickness followed them, 
and unfitted for the increased exertion necessary 
to gain any thing like what my husband had once 
earned ; still we were better off than many of onr 
neighbours ; for if our early store was gone, we 
had our household goods, and no debts." There was 
a pause in the narrative, and a low sigh was 
breathed ere it was resumed. 

'^ John Rushton had shared much joy and grief 
with me ; and now, together, we were to taste of 
poverty — aj, and of worse evils. Though it be 
quite true that drinking only aggravates every evil 
of the poor. He who made us, best can judge of the 
despair and strong temptation with which my poor 
man had to contend. He met with his fellows in 
public-houses to try to better themselves, and mend 
the times ; and I fear they only made themselves 
worse, and the times no better ; for, my dear, un- 
less the Parliament could have bought all our silks, 
«nd paid us well for them, and taken more from 
OS, what could the Parliament do for us ? I never 
loved these meetings, but what could I say 
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industrioiis and careful man, and a kind hasband he 
had been many a day ; and it was my part to bear 
and forbear now. When things were at the worst 
with nsy it pleased God to afflict him with long and 
sore sickness, and mercifully to shew him his folly 
— ^indeed he had ever seen it, and bitterly lamented 
it too ; but now he was a sincere penitent, and an 
amended life proved his contrition. He had labour- 
ed hard many a day to maintain me and my chil-i 
dren ; and now it was my turn to work for him, 
and to comfort him ; and I was blessed in being 
able to do both. He died on that bed which we 
had purchased twenty years before, neither obliged 
to parish nor hospital, in peace and forgiveness with 
all mankind, and most of all with me. My friends, 
among whom, my dear, were your own kind rela« 
tions, I know thought poor John's death a great 
blessing for their old Hannab, but they did not say 
so to her ; and^ though I could scarcely rejoice even 
in the release of my poor man from sorrow and 
suffering, yet I was not so impatient of the hand 
that afflicted as the affluent widow might have 
been. Still this was a trial — ^the greatest of my 
life. When, after a hard day's work, I returned 
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«t night to my poor invalid, there was a kind ' of 
ha^ineis in perfbnning my loving service ahooi 
him. Th^ne was a living being waiting and wea- 
rying for me to i^eak comfort to him, and a spark 
of fire in the little grate ; — ^now all was become silent 
and desolate; and I thought, if it had been God's 
will, I would not have exchanged my hard day's 
work, and the anxious flutter of heart with wiaA 
I wont to hasten home ^en, for the chill toipor 
mid void which weighed on me now. But, my dear^ 
your mother bade roe tell yon my story, and I am 
telling you only my own foelings — ^very idle that ; 
I will keep to the story now. In John's last ill* 
Bess, I had contracted some few debts, for the first 
time of my life. Sickness, alas ! is cravingy and 
capridoas in its appetites ; and how coidd I refisse 
any thing that my credit could procure for him ? 
I sold the few silver tea-spoons, of which I had 
once been so prosd, and a few other things ; b«t I 
eould not bring myself to part with our good Es-i 
sex beddings and these other little useful aitadea 
about you; for I had noticed, aawng my poor 
neighboors, that, when the room begins to be 
of its fomitnre, all comfort, self-respect, 
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and well-doing, fast follow. Alasi pawnbroker!' 
money goes short way. By hard work, I got dear 
of all my encnmbranoes. Providence be blessed f 
I owed no man any thing when it pleased God to 
lay me aside/' She tried here to lift the palsied 
srm, as if in deront thanhfoiness. 

** The doctor said I had over-worked myself^-— 
and one thmg or another :— ^Biit, to be sure, after 
losing the ose of llie limbs, the poor eyes were of 
less yalae. I repined, I fear, too mnch ; and cools 
0£ fire were heaped on my thankless head ; for, 
from Aat day, when all became to my mind dark 
and desolate, I have never known want^ nor the 
fear of want." 

Words were breathing on the lips of the pioos 
woman that were not intended for my ear. I cast 
down my eyes in reverence of her piety, onable 
to look on these sigkdess orbs whose power I iett 
as if they read my inmost heart. ** But yon are 
happy now ?** I at last whispwed. 

** Indeed I am, my dear ; nor, excepting under 
the immediate pressore of affliction, have I ever 
been much other w is e. At what the world wonM 
have called my worst times, I was not very unhap- 
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py ; for neitker gross vice nor absolute want were 
ever known within our threshold. While my hus- 
band lay bedrid, our silk trade was all knocked 
up ; bat, luckily, I could turn my hand to several 
things. I fear it was greediness of fine work, which 
paid me well, that cost me my eyes. From two 
families, who needed charringy I got constant em- 
ployment ; and there is much kindness ever going 
about in that world of middle life where the wants 
of the poor are understood. 

<< Saturday nights, like this same, wont to be a 
blessed, welcome time to me. My employers were 
not among the great ; but those to whom I had 
done a faithful week's work, or a day's work, knew 
I had a bedrid husband to provide for, and often 
gave me what they could spare, — ^if not money, 
yet to me money's worth. No, I was never unhap- 
py, — ^I had a pleased and grateful feeling, even 
working on often till far in Sunday morning, wash* 
ing up our own few things, and cleaning our room 
after I came late home ; and I hope the God, who 
has said that * He delighteth more in mercy than in 
sacrifice,' forgives me this Sabbath-breach ; and also 
if, instead of going to church in my old bonnet and 
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sboes — I might be too proud — I remained by the 
side of my poor sick man on my thrice-blessed day 
of rest, good thoughts not far from us, even in this 
lone chamber. No, indeed, my dear, I hare never 
been to call unhappy ; and, sitting here alone, with 
poor Bobby, (her canary-bird,) my sole living com- 
panion now, and thinking it all over and over, I 
feel as if the times that still lie nearest and dear- 
est to my heart, and are more sweet than bitter in 
remembrance, are precisely those which, in passing, 
seemed my darkest days." 

I was exceedingly interested in Hannah's story ; 
I was proud also of her talking to me, blind as she 
was, and forgetful of my age, as if I were capable of 
feeling and understanding ail that she said — which 
I think I did. I ventured to ask how she lived now* 
I thought my mother provided for her old nurse, 
and I loved Mamma the better for it. << My dear," 
said she, '^ I have ten pounds a-year ; I teach the 
little girls in my neighbourhood a sort of reading, 
by a plan of my own ; and they work with me too« 
I keep a kind of register for servant-girls for those 
of my fnends who have a good opinion of my judg- 
ment, and believe me conscientious in my reoom- 



46 NIGHTS OF THB ]IOnNl>«TABliB. 

mflndations ; and, one w»y or other^ with Crod^t 
bleffliogy I have mougli*" 

** And jon, mother^ giro Hanoah ten pomidsy" 
laid I, heedletdyy as mj mother entered the room* 
** Wdlf I am siire» I will never speak to you about 
a bonnet for myself again as long as I live*" 

** Indeed) Jane, I do not,-— I conld not affsrd 
to give Widow Rnshton so muchy highly as I es« 
teem, well as I like her." 

<< Ah, my dear, yon are still very young, and do 
not know how mnch it takes, in this big town, to 
ednoate, and set out in the world, so many young la- 
dies and gentlemen as are of you, God bless you 
all," said the Widow, smiling. << All of yon ex« 
pecting, and reasonably too, to be maintained as 
becomes your birth and station. But I will tell you 
what your kind mother did for the blind woman : 
she went among her friends and mine, as soon as 
this last stroke fell on me, and raised this little fixed 
income, which she duly collects, at no small trouble 
to herself :— of what else she does for me, you have 
seen a little— I cannot tell you more.'* 

** Oh, mamma," I whispered, if you would buy 
me no silk ball-frock, nor lace for it, next winter^ 
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that would be good forty shillings or more to Wi- 
dow RushtOQy who has so very little after all/' 

The old woman^ whose hearing was very qoick^ 
smiled. ** Bat while you were so generous to the 
poor> blind woman^ what, my dear, would become 
of my poor neighbours, the silk- weavers, that is, if 
every little miss gave up buying new dresses ?-— 
what of the still poorer lace- workers, far off in the 
oonntry ?" 

*^ Yon perceive, Jane, there are reasons you did 
not dream of for buying silk frocks ; besides, I like 
yon to be properly dressed, and you cannot be that 
without new frocks." 

** Then^ ma'am, the bonnet," sighed I, determined 
to sacrifice something ; and my mother nodded to 
me as if in approbation. My mother had now look- 
ed through all the Widow's keepings, and put every 
thing in order, and restored the three small keys 
on ihm ring, and taken renewed charge of things, 
Uiat, after Widow Rushton's death, were to be sent 
as keepsakes to Essex, — ^her office of executrix in 
short was accepted once more. I have ever since 
Uked to see poor people have keys and keepings, 
from the air of sober dignity with which these keya 
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were resumed. We now took leave, and the old 
friends shook hands kindly, almost fondly. They 
spoke ag^in of my aunt Ellen's probable death ; and 
the Widow said^ '^ Give dear Ellen my lore, twice- 
told!*' and she blessed my mother, calling her 
*^ Mary," as if long intervening years had vanish- 
ed from remembrance, and Ellen and Mary, and 
E^sex Hannah^ their nurse, were again inmates of 
their old garret nursery. My mother turned away 
her head, — I believe she was weeping at thoughts 
of her sister; and the Widow shook hands with 
me^ and cheerfully said that I must come and see 
her again, and tell her about the King and Wind-* 
sor. 

After leaving her, we walked quickly for some 
time, and in silence ; and then my mother talked 
to me of what made blind Hannah's room so 
cheerful, blind Hannah's spirit so light, there where 
she sat, in the shadow of perpetual darkness ; 
and there was another thoughtful pause, till we 
again reached the straw-hat shop, when I inquired 
what a half-guinea would buy for Widow Rush- 
ton, looking with heroic indifference on the cottage- 
bonnet. '^ Perhaps a black stuff gown," I said ; 
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** f&t that one she wears is sadly old and patched, 
^oagh the dean white 'kerahief and apron set it 
oiity and make it k>ok regpeetdUie.*' 

** No :^-if you ask my advice, rather coab, Jane. 
She gmdges firing on herself, now that all her 
pocMT neighbonrs have extingoished their fires, save 
joat tiie spark when cookmg ; yet her poor palsied 
limbs fed eh^ eren in sommer." 

I liBlt that I had not only never loved my mother 
hetter, hat never been half as well aeqoaiBted with 
her as on oor homeward walk ; so freely did she 
talk with me^ as to a rational creature before whom 
lay the lot ^ every human life, — a mixed i^ite of dis- 
tress and dnty, as well as of enjoyment,often produ- 
cing each other, and sometimes strangely mingled. 
Mamma said we had tdked of Widow Rnshton 
long enough at this time ; so she spoke of the print- 
shopa and book*diops that we passed, and of Wind- 
sor Castle, and to-morrow ; and so busy was she all 
die rest of the evening, that, I daresay^ she forgot 
ear visit, tiU ^t supper I told my father of the Wid- 
ow's still uncorked bottle of sherry. I think my dear 
papa, generous, hospitable man as he was, who 
never gmdged a glass of his good wine to any 

i> 
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body, was not ill-pleased to find his wife's old nurse 
not disposed to encroach on his liberality ; and, as 
I was a shrewd little miss, I drew my own conda- 
sions, and thought Widow Rushton not merely a 
piou9y contented^ blind old woman, hut a very clear- 
iightedy sagacious one^ — especially when my papa 
was so well pleased with her frugal management, 
that he added as much money to my half-guinea as 
bought a quantity of coals, which^ I remember, cost 
us seventeen shillings ; and which my eldest sister 
wrote for to our own coal-merchant^ that << we might 
be sure," papa said, << our money was laid out to the 
best advantage." I would have been very happy to 
have walked back to the Widow's garret next day, 
to have seen that wee fire in that wee, wee grate of 
which I told my father, had I not been going to 
Windsor. 

I think it was wise in my mother to have first 
shewed me virtuous, decent poverty, supported by 
active virtues, and cheered by pious hopes. In 
repulsive combination with low profligacy, with 
crnelty^ selfishness, and hardness of heart, misery 
must, at myH^nder age, have repelled and disgust- 
ed me. But this was not our last visit to other 
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dwelliogs in Spittalsfield^ where we found poTorty 
in its darkest forms^ straggling with its direst 
temptations, withering and blasting household af- 
fections, or changing them into furies. I learned 
to dread the pf^sure of great want for the lower 
classes^ not merely because it deprires them of 
needful food and clothing, but as it almost necessar- 
ily hardens their hearts, brutalizes their tempers, 
and rends asunder every bond of kindred charity t 
but these were after thoughts. On that night, my 
eldest sister pinned up my hiur in papers, for the 
grand journey ; and I went to bed a happy girl, 
sleeping, as it were, on the isthmus between the 
palace of Windsor and the garret of Spittalsfield. 
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THE ROYAIi CHAPSL OF WINDSOIU 

What a luippy d»f tha 4th o£ Jane^ wool to be» 
WHBN I WAS A i«iTTUft Qivh. Nfij»rQ» ill thA yeil 
VKtoiieh«d b€amty of Ae •ariy gunuiiQis oomlHiied 
wilh loyal feelipg and old asAociatiMNia to mako one 
u^ivonal day of ioiPerB aiid^09jfciFal» oyer all tlio 
laud. Sady Jqno is indood that traa May to 
whioh the old»r poeta havie ^Mig so numy exqnmto 
hymns, — ^the season to which they have dedicated 
all their sweetest, most endearkig words and names, 
—the " loTely," the " gentle'* May ; the *' glad," 
the '^ green," the ^ joyous !" And never was there 
a softer, smmter May morning— for I will abide by 
the calendar of the old poets— than that 4th of 
June, by onr prosaic new-style, on which, before 
^re o'dock, we drove ofF from my father's door for 
Windsor, that we might be in time to witnesa 
morning service performed in the Royal ChapeL 
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Witli me, all was one oontiraoas dizsying irtiirl 
of joyoas expectation, as we tirept along the road^ 
m tlie calin, fresk %eaaty of Ihe wwly^-ttwiieened 
SaUrartfa morning, till my wild ipirits irere awed 
into soleoni rererenoe, as, pressing move dosely 
to my modior's side, our fiimily-'paity were inhered 
into the stately place of worship. 

The serviee had not yet oommeneed, and, oon- 
tequetilJy, iteilher liie King, his family, nor attend- 
ants had ontei%d the iloyal €hapel. But it was 
whispered Ihat they might he looked for idvery mo- 
meift now, as his Biajesty was sctnipnlonsly pnoe-- 
toal at prayers. 

There was already a thin dongregHtion assemUed ; 
n^ewstntDgers, drawn hifher like otmeltres by loy- 
nky and curiosity ; and, in ooaiplimotft to theToyal 
hirHk-day, a lew ef the i u f hriii t ai i t s of Windscnr and 
ks enrirens ; white^headiNl, atM^at genftlemeii^pen- 
sioners, «M oourtiers, tntd Focta* knlgltts, and anper- 
flonnnlied generals, wi«h a spriiikling ^f ooevidiadies 
of quality. A soft, sfdemn strain of Wasie jroso 
and I had thne to ooUeet my dhAradted thdoghts, 
though, I am afrtud, not long to retdn them in any 
thing like tiie calmness or order snitable to Ae 
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scene ; for again there was a little buzz and bastle, 
and then lords and ladies in waiting, and all sorts 
pf officials^ mostly old and plain, and all shabbily 
dressed, — ^the women muffled and huddled up as if 
dragged in haste or reluctantly from their beds, — 
shuffled forward with, I must say, very little of 
what I had preconceived of courtly dignity. A 
kind lady from Windsor, who was proud of being 
a living Court Almanack, whispered their names 
to us as they entered — Lord this, and Lady that, 
and the Bishop, and the General, &c. &c. A couple 
of stout, fresh, brisk-looking ladies, we were told^ 

were the Princesses E and M Next the 

Queen I <^ What ! that little old lady who looks 
so sharply about her, — she in the lavender dress?" 
<< Yes, my dear ; but speak lower.*' What a chill 
of disappointment ! — and how they all, at least all 
the Court ladies^ did stare, and outstare us, the 
privileged starers^ the Cockney strangers! My 
mother drew back in her place, completely abash- 
ed ; and I thus found my vista, between her elbow 
and my father's, suddenly closed upon me, and then 
I ventured to pull her down to breathe my manifold 
disappointments into her ear. ^' Hush, Jane H* 
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said one brother ; and then he whispered, *' Jane is 
like the man who thought kings and queens sat all 
day upon their thrones, with golden crowns on their 
heads, eating blanc manger,^' There ran now a 
moffled whisper of ^< the Eang I the King 1" I had 
hitherto been ail eye and ear ; but now other feel- 
ings were awakened, and my heart flattered like a 
bird. I got one transient glimpse, however ; and, 
ah ! how unlike the aged, dim-eyed man to the 
comely, portly gentleman of the Widow Rushton's 
tea>trayl — ^yet how much more striking ! — and how 
much more did he resemble that venerable person 
herself than his own portrait of former days ! The 
King like the bUnd Widow of Spittaisfield ! How 
strange that seemed I — yet I felt it true. 

I was the only little girl in the Chapel, among 
what might be called the spectators ; and the eager- 
ness of my looks, the vivacity of my restless mo- 
tions, and my outstretched neck, made the polite 
strangers about us take compassion on my distress. 
A vista was again opened in front, and I now saw 
the King quite distinctly, — a venerable old man, 
hoary and farrowed, — ^no grandeur, no majesty, no 
assumption of princely dignity ,*H3hading his dim 
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eyes with one hand, as he iawsur^y breathed his 
composing aspiialion on entering this haUovred 
place. The other hand rested 09 the dionlder of 
the £sur-haired child who stood by his side-^-luB 
little granddaughter, the Priaoess Charlotte, whom 
he had ied in his hand to the place of wocdbip. 
ThePrinoei8l--*thePrince8spaream0Q(0ice/ tluswaa 
more than my hopes had bargained for. We after- 
wards learned that she had come the previous even- 
ing on a birth-day visit to iierg^randfather. I looked 
up to my mother, as if chaUengiog ber eoognUnla- 
iMn on tins aooeesion to onr pleasures, and saw her 
gaxing on the blooming child, ifith that toudiing 
expression of fond sadness with which moHien will 
sometimes tnmsieiitly and inyoloiitBriiy gaae on 
their own young dangliters, even in momoHts of 
bright, nnmiBgied haHi«BesB,-*as tf for 'Uieir ideas 
lAiey woidd question the dark future, and pray it to be 
gvaciouB to Ae pt^eots of their tenderest soMcitnde. 
The fi^wdow of Itet twofold night which soaa 
afterwards BUfromNled the aged monarchy had net 
yet iaOeii on his spirit. When his granddaughter 
turned up the lessons or pvayers, he looked atten- 
tively at them, and at her, though I betieve both 
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objaefeB were seen imper^Bclly. All lUs htd pafsed 
in a few seconds ; and tiiere was now a deep hnsii^ 
kft the dergjFiaan wis in hh place. The staring 
and whiqiering was fw a mionte snspended, tin 
serviee oonmenoedy and I saw tbe aged King liare* 
headedy his lldn^ tremUing hands ferf^ently damped, 
Iris ^Sm eyes iqplifted, as it were to tiie i^aoe to 
whidi aM his earnest thong^ were now directed^ 
in the attitude sf intense, absorbing dCnrotion^— 
wmnddp of a character more impressive than I had 
ever before seen, or even imagined. Them then 
was the end of my dreams of royal spkndonry for 
thM« 0tood tbe Kh^ of all theianct^ 

** His staff his sceptre, his grtj haiit his orown^" 

tremUing in presence of Ins €k)d, breathing the 
geneval coi^bssion of ans, with the beings ef a kin- 
dled and^wfl Datnre that atood aroand hiniy from 
*e depths of a forrent, piens, and hnmble^qiirit. I 
hewd him, as indeed did all that hashed assembly «f 
ivmndiippeni, regalarly pronenneing the rssponses, 
in a distinct, enqihatic tone ; and, for the first time 
of my lifo, i felt all the power and beaaty of those 
pathetic and solemn words of supplication, aad thie 
raptarons, holy, yet subdued ^irit of thanksgiying. 
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embodied in the prayers of the Church. While the 
priest wu reading the lesson, I coold trace on the 
moving lips of the aged monarch the accompanying 
marmnr of those divine words, so familiar to his 
memory, and so habitually present to his thoughts. 

At the close of the customary prayers for the 
King, the solemn Amen was breathed throughout 
that part of the Chapel occupied by the strangers 
in the very extacy of a loyal^ devout spirit ; and re- 
turned, as it were, by the heart-struck Christian 
Prince, in tones of sympathy that made my pulses 
thrill. Then again came that soft and touching 
music, and the King and his granddaughter passed, 
like a vision^ from our sight, 

I am sorry to say that I cannot tell how the 
Queen, the Princesses, and the other ladies made 
their exit, for I saw none of them. Indeed we were 
deep in the excellent breakfast furnished us at 
the Castle Inn, before I wholly recalled my scat- 
tered senses. Even then they continually com-r 
bined the image of Widow Rushton with that of 
George III. — ^the garret of the cheerfully pious poor 
old woman^ with the Royal Chapel and the fervently 
i)£Vout aged King. And thus were my first indirect. 
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lessons in the Christian faith, gleaned from places 
how different in the world's estimation ! — ^yet all 
that was most hallowed, and heantiful, and impres- 
sive to a yonng mind was common to both. The 
same benignant and gracious spirit which illumin- 
ed the darkness of the blind and lame widow, a 
secret^ silent worshipper^ in her solitary garret, sus- 
tained and animated the aged monarch, breathing 
his yet more earnest and impassioned devotions in 
that proud Chapel, in the midst of his formal or 
indifferent court. 

One of my first observations was, ^* I am sure 
if the King knew our Widow Rushton, he would 
like to talk with her ;" and my youngest brother 
said^ ** and perhaps he might give her a pension.** 
— << I don't think he would," said my mother, " for 
he would quickly learn that she was rich enough al- 
ready, — and will soon be as rich as himself." I 
guessed what my mother meant. 

We saw my cousin Ned, and Eton College, and 
walked on the Terrace of Windsor^ and inspected 
the pictured beauties of the gay court of Charles II. 
No one could tell me exactly about Surrey and 
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kh Qenddine, nor yet of James I. and the iNsttfrtt- 
All J«ne Beaolbrt, thoogli, no 4oabt» many ^ th€«e 
old gfey heraldic-looking perBOm^fes^ whom I saw 
loitering aroimd, ooaldfaave done so. Bat I dtirst 
Mt be troublesome ; so I chose the finest Toirer 
and liw most Tordant Conrt that I coidd find^ and in 
my t>wn ikney called them Aeirs-— a scheme which 
I recommend to all poetical antiqaarians of frlmt« 
er&r age. On Hie whole, that journey to Windsor 
was a rery gay and hflf[^^ as yon see it has been 
a long-remembered one* My father left ^ his busi- 
ness fiioe*' at home, and I dont snppose he thonght 
awre of his << pisgaes," as we eidled them, during 
tlMSe three days, than I did of my old straw-bon- 
net. 



As it was now time to dear the round-tabub 
for supper, Miss Jane Harding paused in her story : 
she said she had plenty more adventures te re- 
late ; but as hers wore dnefly interesting to the 
girls of the audience, she must entreat that next 
evening should be devoted to the yottsg if^tle- 
men's anmsemant; so instead of a ballot for tbe 
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story-teller^ she proposed that Mr. Dodsley should 
bring his magtc-lantem, and that the tale should be 
THE THREE WESTMINSTER BOYS. This arrange- 
ment was only agreed to on the condition of Aunt 
Jane resamiag her own history on a subsequent 
eTeniag*^ 
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THE MAGIC LANTERS^Night First. 

THE THREE WESTMINSTER BOYS. 

The Magic Lantern, which belonged to Mr. 
Dodsley, was elegantly and ingenioosly formed. He 
chose to exhibit its wonders himself; and story, 
and picture, aiding and illustrating each other, a- 
greeably occupied several nights of the round- 
table. 

** Peep, and tell us what yon see, Charles," said 
the Reverend showman to our old friend Charles 
Herbert. — << An old building, forms, desks, a lofty 
large room, many boys and youths, and three apart 
and prominent." — '* Let me look," cried Sophia, — 
'< Westminster school, I declare ! and those three 
boys ! one very noble and g^raceful ; the next dark, 
thonghtfol, resolute, with keen eyes, and com- 
pressed lips ; and the third — O ! how gently, yet 
brightly he smiles, dear bashjful boy, as his dark, 
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bold companion extends his arm, haranguing and 
pointing forward to some high distant object I — ^A 
picture is it, — a figure' in state robes ? — or is it to 
the insignia blazoned on that desk ? — ^nay, I dare^ 
say he wishes to be head-master." 

'< Have you all seen the three school-fellows ?'* 

asked Mr. Dodsley ; << look at them well, for here 

they part on the path of life^ never to meet again. 

Presto ! change : — What see you now, Sophia ?" — 

<< Still the dark stem youth, and the gentle timid one : 

— ^they are older now, but I know them well. The 

noble-looking boy has disappeared. The scene 

seems chambers in the Temple. Through an open 

window I have a glimpse of gardens : piles of huge 

books are lying on tables, floor, and shelves. The 

dark resolute youth pores on a black-letter folio, 

and makes as it were notes or extracts. The other 

leans by the window, gazing over the gardens, a 

small open volume fluttering in his relaxed hand. 

Ha ! I read on it * Thomson's Seasons.' " — ** Yes, 

Sophia, your gentle law-student is an idle rogue ; 

he has been seduced into the * primrose paths of 

poesy' — ^let us see the result ; — ^meanwhile here is 

another picture."— *« Beautiful ! beautiful !" cried 
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the admiring girl, << A large ship !*'-—<< An outward 
bound ladiaman," said Mr. Dodaley. — '^AU her 
aaib set/' continued Sophia. ^* How proudly, how 
statelyshe ploughs herway^hreastiii^ the waters like 
a swan. And there, on her deck, that noUe gentle- 
man, the third WesftmiMter boy,-^and yet not he^ 
-—walking so proudly as if in accordance with the 
mi^i^ic motion of the brave ship. I am glad to meet 
him agmn : — and all those mililary attendants— the 
gaudily dressed musical band,-^the plnued officers, 
-.-and he the centre of hU ! What a great man he 
must be, and how well honour becomes him !" 

'< Shall we follow his progress to.the £aat»'^Qr re« 
turn to yonder gloomy, sombre chamber in the 
Temple?'*"*-^* Both," cried several young ei^ger 
v<»oes ; ** we must trace them all, — all the three 
sehool-fellows." 

The next view was of a large Orienlal city, its 
architectural splendour and magnificence of outline 
glittering in the dassling, but uncertain hrilUauce 
of the morning sun; domes and minarets, Ma- 
homedan mosques, and Indian pagodas, fountaina, 
and palaces, and stately dwdlings, sparkling in the 
out-louring of the increasing flood of intense and 
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golden light ; over this scene were grouped and 
scattered Mnssulpians, Arab warriors, Brahmins 
and Sepoys, — all in diversified and picturesque 
costumes, — ornamented palanquins, European offi- 
cers richly dressed, and mounted on beautiful- 
horses ; elephants prancing in their splendid trap- 
pings ; females and children, their dark skins and 
silky hair, and large black eyes, contrasting with 
their white and gaudily spangled dresses ; dancing 
g^rls, and marabouts^ — all, in short, that could com- 
pose a picture of Oriental beauty and splendour; and 
that princely man, now of middles-age, on the large 
white elephant, still the centre of all. 

The scene changed slightly, and discovered the 
interior of the magnificent saloon of a residence that 
appeared royal, where the noble figure, whom> 
Sophia still rightly declared the third boy of West- 
minster school, received, in Oriental state, homage> 
pud with the lowliest prostrations of the East,, 
from a long train of nawaubs^ rajahs, and envoys, 
illustrious captives or princely tributaries, whom 
his policy or his prowess had subdued to the do- 
minion of England. Royal and magnificent was 

E 
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$31 about him ; his aspect grave, dignified, and 
elate, his step and air majestic ; yet the shadow of 
deep, anxions thought, of heart-struck care, at 
times darkened his embrowned visage. Whence 
then had fled the generous, sunny, open smile, 
that lightened the grey walls of Westininster 
school ?— the noble, free expression of the younger 
man, Vho so proudly trode the deck of the out- 
ward bound Indiaman ? 

** Alas ! what change I" said Sophia ; << I almost 
dread, yet long to follow him farther." 

Dim, troubled^ misty scenes next flitted by ; 
battles hid in smoke and obscurity; the wide 
plain of Hindostan flooded or desolate,-T-naked 
huddled millions, — signs of disaster, fomine, and 
misery ; and in the foreground still that princely 
man, his features ploughed with care, knitting his 
brows in fierce anger and disdain, stamping on 
the ground, while his eastern slaves cowered a- 
ronnd him, as he hastily perused letters and de- 
spatchesy his English secretary, attendants, and 
aids-de-camp standing back, anxiously scauning his 
looks, and reading his troubled mind in his work- 
ing and eloquent features. 
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This scene passed, and he was next seen in ma 
EiDglish ship, more staHiely if pessiUe than tlie for" 
mer Tesse], freiglited with all the rieh and rare 
preduetioBs of the East ; but the hrigiit leok had 
waxed dim, the iiaoyant step of theoutward-boand 
▼oyager was now heavy and slow. Anon, and he lay 
reclined on a couch on the deck, under a silkea 
and gold awning. A phys&ciaa Mt liis pnlae; 
black servants in splendid costomes fanned him ; 
otheni approached with profound salams, bearing 
perfumes, and offering service, as they miglit have 
done to a divinity ; indifferent to lA, his eye re- 
mained rivetted on one paper, on a fow oabidistic 
words, which, like the damned blood^pot on the 
hand of Lady Madbeth, would not out, cookl not 
sweeten. 

** Turn we again to England," said Mr. Dodsley, 
shifting the scene, '< to our stem, ambitious, iron- 
minded man, of invindble purpose, of nncon^ver- 
aiUe perseverance, and, let me add, of strong intel- 
leet^ and yet stronger ambition :— th«« yon see 
him, the slough of the Temple cast, in the King's 
Bench, in the Court of Chancery> in the Commons 
House of Parliament, every energy of his mind in 
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perpetual activity^ already surrounded by satellites, 
the ministers or slaves of his will> subdued by that 
mighty and resistless will to its own purposes of 
selfish aggrandizement, of intrigue and political am- 
bition, and, it may occasionally be, of pure patriot- 
ism. And now every obstacle overcome, under- 
mined, or boldly trampled under foot, see him make 
one grand spring to reach the height at which 
every act of his life has aimed ; while all men, the 
stronger as well as the feebler spirits, give way 
to his resistless progress, or cheer him on to the 
spot where lie the coveted rich robes, the pi^ 
tents, and the purses, and by these the mighty 
insignia of the Lord High Chancellor of England." 
<< I begin to long for a glimpse of our gentle 
boy now," said Sophia, << dreaming over his Thonir 
son's Seasons. Has he been borne down by the 
torrent which has carried his bold and daring com- 
panion so high and far ? — Our gentle interesting 
hoy I — ^has he been cast away like a weed, or has 
he cast away himself?" — " You shall judge," said 
Mr. Dodsley, — " Here is our lost one-—" And 
there he was, the very boy, developed in the thin, 
melancholy, wo-<worn man, sitting lonely on a 
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tombstone, ander the elms of a country church- 
yard.—" He is curate of that church," said So- 
phia ; " and I daresay he has lost his wife or his 
child. How refined and how expressive are his. 
faded features ; a look of meek resignation^ steal- 
ing over the traces of some deep mysterious afflic- 
tion." 

<< He never was in orders, nor yet had wife or 
child, my sprightly guesser," said Mr. Dodsley. 
<< Mental blight, dark and fearful trial, and the ut- 
ter desolation of worldly prospects, have all passed 
over him ; but he is, as you see, better now, — there 
is even an occasional flash of humour kindling over 
those placid features, — of which, however, gentle 
kindness, deep, holy submission^ is the fixed and 
habitual expression." 

" It makes my heart ache to see him so fiur 
thrown out," said Sophia ; " for even at Westmin- 
ster I liked him best." — " He was my boy too," cried 
Fanny. This was not quite correct, for Sophia 
had expressed strong sympathy with the ** noble 
boy," as she called him, and great admiration of the 
Oriental Vice-king ; but Mr. Dodsley accepted her 
own interpretation of her altered feelings, and said 
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<< He was < a stricken deer that left the herd' — nor 
was he free from Uarae ; but his dark hour is piwt. 
Shall we follow him to his humble abode, not fta 
from those charchyacd elms, or return to those 
scenes of splendour^ of grandeur, of substantial 
wealthy of real power, in which his early compeers 
preside, guiding or wielding the energies and the 
destinies of nations ?" 

<< Follow him, sir," said Sophia; and the 
boys, though anxious for more stirring pictures of 
life^ politely yielded to her wish* The quickly 
shifting scenes exhibited a dull, dingy, and even 
mean-looking house, in the centre of a small fifth- 
rate market town, and again a low-roofed parlour 
in that house, very plawly furnished with things 
neither fine nor new, and still lesa fashionable. Here- 
sat an eldisrly, but comely gentlewoman knitting ; 
and before her stood a plain tea eqmpage^ waiting, 
as the next scene shewed, the arriYal of the loitlM^r. 
under the churchyard elms, whom she seemed to^ 
welcome widi the placid smile of long-tried affection. 
Tlii» scene looked brighter than the fbrmer; the old' 
window curtain was let down, the old sofa wheeled 
in, the: tea«ketti[e was steaming,— 4uid it waa singing. 
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also, no doubt) if pictured conld give Oat sounds ; tke 
shadows of a blazing fire of wood were dancing 
and quiTering on walls and roof, and shining on 
afl the poli!ihed surfaces of the fdmitare ; find a 
couple of hares at a touch were seen in another 
scene, leaping from a box. They gamboled and 
wheeled on tho weli^bmshed carpet, their benevo- 
letit niatfti^r and protector looking On their sports, 
and cabbcoieS) and gambades^ with pleased, affec- 
tionate, and even interested eyes. 

<* How lively thoste scenes — ^they are nature it- 
self, Mr. Dodsi^/' skid Miss Jane Harding.— 
** Your magic lantern i^ the finest mimic repi>esen« 
tation of lifis I ever saw." 

^ I know whereabouts we are now," cried So- 
phia, in' a low, earnest, yet delighted tone of voice. 
*' Olney! Cowper! Mrs. Unwin I — ^Ah! sulky 
Tiney, and Mistress Bess the vaulter !" — ** Let 
me see^ Idt me see," cried the younger children ; 
and Sophia had now a mudi stronger object of in- 
terest than the pictured scene, which she left to 
FaiiBy and Charies, and' the other little ones. 

'* But the studious, thoughtful youth, who pored 
over the fdlio in the Temple," she cried,— ^ the 
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dark-browed, stem man of the Chancery Coorty 
Cowper's early friend — who was he ?" 

<< Edward Thnrlow^ Lord High Chancellor of 
England." — "And that other boy — the noble boy — 
the Westminster scholar ?" said Sophia. 
' << Warren Hastings, Governor-General of India. 
These throe yonths started from the same point — 
In birth, Cowper was certainly the most distin- 
guished of the three ; — of their respective talents 
we will not now speak — ^great men they all were — 
good men too, let as hope. The lot cast was into 
the lap. All started for the prize : — ^by routes how 
different did each gain the appointed place where 
all hnman travellers meet ! What then were their 
gains ? — ^which was happiest in his coarse of life } — 
Bat we mast follow them farther ; true is the Ita- 
lian proverb, which says that no man can be pro- 
nounced happy till he is dead ! Which of the three 
Westminster boys became the best man ? Which 
most nobly fulfilled his duties to his God^ his coun- 
try, and his kind ? Which — ^now that they all are 
gone to their reward — enjoys the widest, the purest, 
the highest fame ? Which remains the best model 
to the youth of England ? — ^Not one of the three 
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fiiuUless, without doabt ; but which of these three 
great men comes nearest the mark, at which yon, 
my boys, would aim ?" 

** I suppose Lord Thurlow was Chancellor before 
Henry YII/s time/' said Fanny Herbert ; and 
Charles added in explanation, ** Our history of 
England only begins then, so we don't know Lord 
Thurlow. Sir Thomas More, you remember, Fan- 
ny ? — ^he was a merry, kind man that Chancellor." 
** Your history goes back to a decently remote 
period,*' said Mr. Dodsley, smiling at the obserya- 
tion of the young historians. ^* Lord Thurlow held 
this high office at a very recent date, in the reign 
of George III. at the same time that Mr. Hastings 
exercised the mighty government of the Ejast, and 
Mr. Cowper lived in neglect, and obscurity, com- 
posing his poetry." 

** If we were to judge by our little audience," 
said Mrs. Herbert, ** one of your questions, nay, 
perhaps two, are already answered. The modest 
poet, living apart in that nameless obscurity^ al- 
ready enjoys not only a higher, but a more uni- 
versal fame than either of his youthful compeers. 
All our good litde folks here know him, less or 
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more^ in his daily life, as well as in his beautifbl 
verse ; tUey read him^ and quote hiiBy and love bim>« 
and> by daily draughts from his stores of wisdom 
and of love, nourish their moral and intellectual 
nature to a strength and stature it might nevei 
otherwise have' attained/' 

<< E fear you are a confirmed Cowpoite/' saitf 
Miss Jane Harding, to her sister. ** But what siiy 
you, young gentlemen ?" 

** Hastinggrfor me !" cried Mr. Frank Consadiney 
the Irish yottth. << Hastings, prince and conqueror !*' 
<' And'for me the woolsack," cried George Herbert. 
<< I would rather, I think, just now,, but I may 
change my miifd, be High Chancellor of England^' 
than England's Sovereign : to the one a prince is 
bonr, the other a tmn must achieve." 

" If," said Norman Gordon, the Scottiflb youlli> 
<' one could be an Eafirtem Vice-king, or English 
Chanc^lor, and autiior of the Task at tlie stfme 
tlmoi one would be at no loss to decide ;" and he 
half-laughed atr die profound silHness of his own 
cautious conclusion. 

** You would unite impossibilidesi Mr. Norinan/' 
said the cnmte. " Cowper's poetry required not only 
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an origiDBl cast or bias of mind, but a preparatory 
course of life> and a mental discipline qnite peculiar 
— -very different^ indeed, from tbat of a lawyer and* 
polilacian> or Eastern legislator and conqueror* 
We Binfit take our three school-boys and men ex« 
aetly as we find them ; and determine the claims, 
and estimate the happiness of each on his own 
meritSi nor think of what might have been." 

The younger children liked pictures better than 
discussion, so tfie whole group solicited Mr. Dod»* 
ley to proceed wilfh' his eidiibition, which he did, 
still adhering, to the original' idea. 

« To afford you wider grounds for forming your 
opinions, my litlte friends^ you shall' see each of 
our heroes by his own fireside^ and abo in more 
active and distinguished scenes. This first, is l^e 
Lord's House of Parliament, solemn and antique, 
with itt Gothic, tag^-rag decorations. 

** It is the day of a trial. These are tiie peers of 
Britain, — ^yonder the judges and the prelates of the 
land, — ^there some of the young princes of the 
blood royal, honoured in being oreatedmembers of 
this House.f — Taken all in all, the scene before you 
represents the most august tribunal in the woiid ; 
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and before that tribunal is arraigned Warren Has- 
ting^s — ^the victim of a triumphant faction — the ob- 
ject of mnch ignorant clamour, and of popular hat- 
red, which one can yet hardly condemn, as it sprung 
from the best feelings of humanity. You see the 
long perspective of counsel, and clerks, and ushers, 
and reporters. That is Burke, who, with the light- 
nings of his eloquence, blights and withers the 
once flourishing and princely Hastings. And there 
stands Sheridan ready to pounce on his victim, — ^to 
hold up the proud-minded Vice-king to the abhor- 
rence and execration of the world, as a monster of 
rapacity, cruelty, and tyranny, — swollen with wealth 
and bloated with crime, the desolator of the fidrest 
portion of the East, — ^the wholesale, cold-blooded 
murderer of millions of Asiatics. 

<< The partisan orator may be half-conscious of the 
falsehood of many of his representations, and en- 
tirely so of their artificial gloss and high-colouring, 
but candour and truth are not the object of the 
party man ; he vehemently proceeds in his state- 
ments, — ^boldly makes his charges, and eloquently 
supports them. 

^ We shall now presume the House adjourned, 
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and follow Hastings to his retirement. Where now, 
Sophia^ ia the gay Westminster boy, — the gallant^ 
ambitious, high-minded statesman and soldier of 
the East ? Can yon trace him in that sallow, droop<« 
ing^ arraigned criminal, whose spirit is chafed al- 
most to madness. In public he folds up his arms 
in self-supporting disdain ; — he tries to smooth his 
care-worn brow, and to teach his quivering lip to 
curl in contempt of his open accusers^ and more 
rancorous secret enemies. But, alas ! contempt^ 
and disdain of our fellow-men are not calm^ much 
less are they happy feelings. The persecuted, if 
not yet degraded man, is sick at his very soul ; — his 
heart is bursting with the indignant anguish which 
will break it at last There may have been, and 
in this still hour of self-communion conscience so 
whispers, things faulty and blame-worthy in his 
bold and illustrious career. Nor is he free of guilt ; 
for his station was one of great difficulty,, and 
loaded with responsibility which might make even 
the strongest and best-hearted man tremble. Images 
of long-acted, painful scenes rise before him in his 
solitude ; actions justified, in their passing, by the 
plea of a strong necessity^ which he dislikes and 
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dreads to thiok of now. Asd bere, tke world 
ghut oaty sarronnded as he is wkh all tfae w«alth 
and luxury of the Eastern and Western hemis* 
pheres, the hootings of the London rabble^ and the 
hissings of the adder-tongaes of his enemies, still 
ring in his ears ; and to these envenomed sounds 
conscience in his own bosom returns a faint^ yet 
an undying echo. Perhaps he may wish, in this an- 
guished hour, that his lot, though less splendid, had 
been more safe. 

^ To beguile an hour of care he takes up a Tolume 
of the poetry of his old sdiool-fiellow, the lost Wil- 
liam Cowper. He has little leisure for literature, 
but a lingering taste remains for what engrossed so 
many of the happy hours of happier days. He turns 
np one passage after another ; and the map and his- 
tory of Cowper's life lie before him. Are his feel- 
ings those of pity or of envy ?— probably they are a 
strangely entangled mixture of both. His eye is 
riveted on a passage in the pOQpi of Expostulation ; 
he reads on and on, and, as if spell-urged, pro- 
nounces aloud, 

c Hast thou, though suckled at £aur Freedom*! breast, 
Exported slavery to the conquered East? 
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Polled down the tpaots India served with dread. 
And raised thyself a greater in their stead ? 
Gone thither armed and hungry, returned iiill, 
Fed from the richest veins of the Mogul, 
A despot hig witii power, obtained by wealth. 
And that obtained by rapine and by stealth V 

Hasting oauread nofartber. This passage coald not, 
did Dot apply to himsolf — ^in Us proud integrity of 
beart ke felt assured of this. The opinions too were 
those of ignorance — what could Cowper know of the 
East ? — and thai he wonders at the latitude of dis- 
eussioo, and the licentiousness of the press in Eng- 
land. He dips again, — his fortune may be better 
this time : for in these rich volumes he perceives that 
there is much poetic beauty. He is more fortunate 
iiow> for he opens at the admked description of the 
eoming in of the Post ; how fine an opening — and 
he read aloud 

* Hark ! 'tis the twangug horn * • * 

But oh ! the important budget ! ushered in 
With such heart-sbal^ng music, who can say 
What are its tidyigs ? — have our troops awaked ? 
Or do they still, as if with opium drugged. 
Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic wave? 
Is India fbbb ? and does she wear her plumed 

And jewelled turban wift a smile of peace, 

Or do we grind her still?'—— 
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<< Theheart-strackbut fascinated reader proceeds 
on, in spite of himself, till he finishes the finest pas- 
sages of the poem, — ^those which unveil the habits 
and amiable character of his early friend. If 
there were some stir and bitterness in his spirit on 
the first perusal of offensive strictures, that is past 
now : — ^he lays down the book with a quiet sigh ; 
and, striving to fix his mind on all that has been 
most brilliant in his fortunes, can only remember 
how many years have elapsed since he was a West* 
minster school-boy; and that both he and Wil- 
liam Cowper have long since passed the meridian 
of life. 

<< Are you not yet tired^ Miss Fanny, of gazing 
on that gorgeous bed-chamber," said the curate ; 
^ the bed of carved ivory and geld, the silken dra- 
peries, and couches of crimson and gold curiously 
worked ; the silver-framed mirrors, the rich porce- 
lain vases and foot-baths ; the splendid toilette, 
with its jewelled ornaments; the ivory and ebony ca- 
binets, richly inlaid with gold, and in the highest style 
of Eastern decoration, exhibiting groups exquisitely 
executed ; religious processions, festivals, marriagesy 
in short a series of gorgeous pictures of Eastern 
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manners. Those caskets on the toilette contain 
some of the rarest jewels of the East. That large 
emerald is to be sent to-morrow morning to a cer- 
tain lady of questionable fame, but of great influ- 
ence ; for the proad Hastingfs must stoop to make 
friends, at this crisis, by arts he would once hare 
spurned^ and still loathes. That gold bed, preserved 
with such care in his own chamber, is intended for 
a gift or tribute to the Queen of England." 

The children were not yet satisfied with gazing ; 
and Mrs. Herbert said, "I fear, my dears, if thus 
fascinated by grandeur, you wiU ill bear a tran- 
sition to the dull, low-roofed parlour at Olney." 
** No : were it a dungeon with such inmates,*' cried 
Sophia, resolutely turning from the beautiful picture 
of the interior of Mr. Hastings' bed-chamber.—^ 
<< Well said, Sophia, if you stand to it," returned her 
mother — << But I see Charles and Mr. Norman ]ong 
for another peep of those Eastern weapons suspend-* 
ed over the chimney." — '* That most beautiful sci- 
mitar, the handle studded and blaanng with jewels!" 
cried the peeping boy, — *^ and those exquisite pis- 
tols ! how was it possible to paint them so truly ? 
And that — Damascus blade, did you call it ?'' 

F 
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<< Le»t tbe traasition to sad, sombre, Paritanie Ol- 
ney, be too violeiit, we will, first, if you please, visit 
the Lord Chanoellor/' said Mr. Dods]ey.-^<< Presto ! 
There he is at the head of the state oooncil-board ; 
these are hie colleagues — ^his party fiieiids, his 
rivals, his flatterers, his underminers^ ranged on 
each side of him, and he knows them all wdl; 
they may injure but they cannot deceive him. 
He looks grim, and stern, and unhealthy. Even 
BOW there is spasm upon him ; a youth of hard 
sedentary study, a manhood of incessant labour, 
and, latterly, a weight of public and of private 
cares, have weighed and broken down Lord 
Thurlow. He looks old before his time. His 
temper, even his friends allow, has become rug- 
ged, boisterous, arrogant, — almost bfptal. But 
they know not the secret pangs that torture him» 
or they might bear ^th patience, or pardon with 
gentleness, those fierce ebullitions of rage that will 
not acknowledge sickness nor infirmity. Even in 
the death'gripe he will clutch those magic seals. 
But now he presides at that Board where the sub- 
ject of discussion is the glory and safety of the em-> 
pire, — the weal or wo of millions y^ unborn. If 
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ihe feeling of hodHy lapgeur for «a iostaat over« 
power his iptelleatoal energies^ alaimecl «i»lntuNi 
Ktiogs his mind into pretenuutQlBl Meiglihf fov 
lie penetrates the arts of a wily rivnl, iwhoi 
effecting to ac^niesee in his measures, aeeretl|^ 
labours to thwart them» and to undermine him in 
the &your and confidenoe of his soi^ereign. He 
puts forth all his strength, tramples the reptile in 
the dusti and seats himself at the head of em^ 
l»re more firmly and securely than even Is he hap<^ 
py now ? — He thinks he should be so, but he thinks 
little of it; he has leisure for nothiag, heart 
for nothing, memory for nothing, sare his high 
fonction, and the arts necessary to muntain him«' 
fuM in it He has no time, and indeed no wish to 
ascertain his own state either of body or mind. If 
he has no leisure to attend to his health, how can 
he be supposed to hare time Jbr self' ^ xam in ation, 
or for serious thought. He once had lAany schemes, 
the growth of his strong and eren enlarged mind, 
for the welfare of the State, and the hairiness of 
his old prirate friends, — but they must be delayed ; 
and now he loses even the wish for their aceoBU 
plishment ; his heart, nerer either very kind er 
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softy has beoome narrowed as well as callous ; his 
temper waxes more and more hard, and gloomy^ 
and ropnlsive ; his private friends fall off, disgusted 
by his neglect and surly, arrogant haughtiness. 
They have no longer any common sympathies with 
Edward, Lord Thul-law. He stalks through his 
magnificent house alone ; he writes, erases, bums^ 
knits his brows over communications and despatches 
which offend him,-*-and many things offend him, — 
he sits up half the night plunged in business; the 
surgeon who of late sleeps in his house administers 
a sleeping draught, and he wiil try to obtain a few 
hours of troubled repose. Had pride allowed him he 
could almost have addressed the obsequious medical 
sian in the well*remembered words of Macbeth, 

' Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased ?' 

Many, many years ago, he had seen Garrick 
play that character and many others^ when Wil- 
liam CowmtySfif the Inner Temple, was his com- 
panion to Drury*lane. They had spouted the 
faTOurite passages together fifty times, after re- 
turning home to sup, now in Cowper's chunbers, 
now in Thurlow's. Of rhetoric and declamation 
Sdward Thurlow was ever an admirer; young 
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Cowper relished more the intense passion, or the 
deep pathos of the scene. 

*« The memory of his old fellow-student and com>- 
panion had heen revived on this night hy the ar- 
rival of a volume, just pnhlished, of Cowper's po- 
etry. With a feeling bordering on contempt, Lord 
Thnrlow threw it from him unopened. — Now an- 
other scene of our magic glass, and behold the 
High Chancellor lays his throbbing but ever dear 
head on a downy pillow, and sets his alarum-watch 
to an early hour ; for, sick or well, he must be at 
Windsor by ten to-morrow. H-e, however, leaves 
orders^ that at whatever hour his private secretary^ 
who is waiting the. issue of an important delate in 
the House of Commons, shall return, he be admit- 
ted to him, — Lord Thurlow has an impression, that, 
though he may stretch his limbs on that bed of 
$t«te, sleep will not visit him till he learn the for- 
tune of the day — hears how the v<4|j9pfcs gone. It 
was a debate on the African slave-trade. He first 
inquired the vote — it was favourable. He glanced 
ov«r the reports of the leading speeches: — the vote 
was his, — bat the feeling, the spirit of the night was 
strongly against him. There was the speech of 
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Charles Fox ; and he had qnoted Cowper I — a bean- 
tiful apostrophe to Freedom, cheered by all the 
members on both sides of the House, forced to ad- 
mire, vote afterwards as they might. 

<< Lord Tharlow now sets himself to sleep in good 
earnest, and his strong will is omnipotent eren 
here. But orer the empire of dreams, the High 
Chancellor had no power, — Fancy is not a ward of 
Chancery. His visions were gbomy and distem- 
pered. His yoath, his manhood, his present life, 
are all fantastically but vividly blended. Some- 
times the spirit that haunts him is the Prince of 
Wales^ then it becomes Charles Fox, and anon it 
changes to William Cowper; and again back to 
Fox. Bnt his honr comes, the alarum wakes him, 
and he is almost glad of the relief. 

** Would you choose to see the Chancellor'g 
dressing-room^ Fanny, and his ante-chamber, and 
the persons Mfin levee there, thus early, in a diill» 
fog^y winter's morning }** Fanny chose to do so. 

And there was seen the plain chamber of the 
Boglish Minister, lights bnrnii^ dimly in the cold, 
heavy air, — a fire choked with smoke. 

** Ah, poor old gentleman," cried Fanny^ *' there 
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b« isy to cold, I am sure, and so very croM he lookt> 
•^Iho poor tervant that shaves him looks so terri- 
Uy frightened. WeU> considering how late he was 
of getting to bed, and all^ I don't think, brother 
Oeorge, it is very pleasant to be a High Chancel- 
Iot — at least in winter ; particnlarly whra the King 
wishes to see him so early at Windsor, to scold 
Mm perhaps." 

<< O, you silly child," said her sister. 

** Not so silly. Miss Sophia," said the Cnrate. 
<< To be sore, tiiere is no great hardship visible 
here, still I could have wished the H%h Chanel 
lor m loDger andtomider Aeepi <u>d U kTeiywisa. 
VuMMjf toleam yoong, ^ lliat all is not gold which 
glisters.' Bnt now we shall saf^ose tiie CSiane^ 
lor shaved and booted, his hasty cop of eoffiee 
■wdlowed— as the Jews did the Passover— -stand- 
ing, his loins girt; for he too is bonnd for the wfld- 
emess. In short, he detests Wii ^^ interviews. 
A secretary bears his portfolio ; his carriage is at 
the door ; he hnrries through the circle of adoktors, 
aolidtors of his patronage, understrappers oi wJB, 
kinds, that wait his appearance, — the whole herd 
hatofol to him, and he to them ; and he is not a 
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roan of glozing words or feigning coai^tesy. No 
man in England can say < No * more gruffly or de- 
cidedly. A few indispensable words attered, he 
harries on. Near the door you note a young clergy^ 
man^ his fine features ' sicklied o'er with the pale 
cast of thought ;' his profile strikingly resembles 
that of William Cowper, and Lord Thurlow re- 
calls his dream, and Charles Fox's quotation ; and, 
with his old accurate Temple habits, takes the port- 
folio himself, and directs his secretary to return 
and bring him a volume < lying on the third shelf 
of a certain cabinet in his business-room, between 
a pamphlet on India affairs, and that something a- 
.bout Lord George Gordon/ He now perfectly re- 
"ttollected— for his memory was tenacious of erery 
(thing — ^that Oowper had lost his paltry sort of 
appointment, — ^had gone deranged, — ^was always 
^fi^asm^A,^— and now piped in some rural shades or 
■other, sunk w^nobodyy with, probably, not politi- 
cal interest suflfcient to influence the election of the 
neighbouring borough-reeve. There had been a de- 
gree of impertinence in sending such a book to him ; 
or it was^ at least, an act of silliness, and shew- 
ed small knowledge of life. But Fox had quoted 
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it; SO once beyond the smoke of London, Thnrlow 
turns over the leaves. The carriage rolls on, post- 
haste, to the audience of Majesty ; but habit has 
enabled the High Chancellor to read even in the 
most rapid whirling .motion. He dips at random 
in search of Fox's passage, and stumbles on that 
splendid one — * All flesh is grass.' < Cowper should 
have been in tbe church,' thought he ; < a dignified 
churchman he is unfit for, but he might have made 
a tolerable parbh priest, if he would steer clear of 
Methodistical nonsense.' — He dips again — < One 
sheltered hare ;' ' whining stuff! or is he mad still?' 
His eye falls on that passage beginning — * Howva- 
rioos his employments whom the world calls idle ;! 
andhe reads on, not with the natural feelings of Hast* 
nigs, hot yet not wholly unmoved, till he got to the 
words, < Sipping calm the fragrant lymph which 
Beady she prepares,' when, throwing down the 
book, the roan, strong in the spiriH|C this world's 
wisdom, mutters to himself^ * piperlj^ trash !-.-and. 
is it this Charles Fox quotes ? The devil quotes 
Scripture for his use, and Fox would quote the 
devil for his.' Lord Thnrlow then plunges into 



n 
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tiuit red porlfi^ which engrosses so mucdi of his 
•tune--so amch of his soul. 

<< And now < the prond keep of Windsor ' rises 
on the anabitionsy and prosperous, and proud slate»- 
maa >^he smooths his brow ; his sovereign wel- 
comes him graciously ; his audience passes off well ; 
he hastens back to London, where a thousand affiurs 
await to occupy and torture though they cannot 
distract him. He snatches a morsel of cold meat ; 
swallows a glass of wine ; and off to the House of 
Pe^rs, to be baited for six long hours by liie bull- 
dogs of Opposition." 

** And what has the poor gentleman for all this ?" 
sud Ikde Famiy. ^ I am sure he has hard work 
©fit." 

^ How idly you do talk, Fanny ; is he not I^aid 
Chancellor of England ?" cried her sister. 
' ^ And fills highr*^I may say« the highest place ; 
has imimease ptttrenage ; is the maker of bishops, 
and deans, and judges, and evwy thing,'* said 

t. 4« And has inmiense reTenues/' added liie Curate; 
Heetate«| mansions,— *«11 that money can command." 
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^ Poor old gendeman/' said Fanny, ** I am glad 
be has also that wool-sack to rest himsdf on, for I 
an sore he most be sadly tired and worried." 

« Turn we to Olney — to that dwelling in the 
rery heart of that shabby, but now hononred town — 
to Crowper's abode ; — no poet's Rubied retirement^ 
embowered in sylran solitudes, by wild wandering 
brook or slately rirer's brink, skirted with hang* 
Ing woods^ or Tine-clad steeps, or towering moon* 
tains. — Here is the pBrlonr."-*~<< Bnt pray stop^ 
sir,** cried Sophia, ** that doll honse had its pleasant 
aocessories ; have yon forgot the greenhouse, the 
plantB, the goldfinches; that pleasant window, 
looking over the neighbour's orchard? — and what so 
beautifiil as an orchard, when the white plum- 
blossom has oome full out, and the pink apple 
ilowen are just budding ?" 

^ And Beau, and Tiney^" oried Fanny. 

" I haye forgot none of these things, ray dears, 
said Mr. Dodsley. ** Only I fear that to see them, 
as Cowper saw them, we must have a poet'rgUiss ; 
an instrument of higher powers tiian a Claiide 
Lorraine glass, and elothing erery object with 
softer, or wanner^ or sunnier hoes than eren ths(t 
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pretty toy ; — ^where could that be bought, Fanny ?** 
<< Indeed, sir, I don't know," said Fanny. 

** We may borrow one for a day, or a few hoara 
or «o," said Sophia, smiling intelligently. . 

** It is but fair to ase Mr. Gowper's glass in view- 
ing his own pictures, — and Mrs. Un win's spectacles, 
in judging of her domestic comforts," said the Ca«< 
rate. ** There is the parlour ; — ^it looks doubly snug 
to*night. Now yon are to recollect, ladies and 
gentlemen, that this scene passes on a night when 
Mr. Hastings' trial is proceeding ; and while Lord 
Thurlow is busy and distracted in his bureau. 
Tea is over — the hares are asleep on the rug. — 
Beau, the spaniel, lies in the bosom of Bess^ the 
maukin. On the table lie some volumes of voyages, 
which Mrs. Hill has this day sent from London to 
Mr. Cowper, with a few rare, West India seeds for 
his greenhouse, as he calls it. There is a kind 
but short letter from her husband, Gowper's old 
iriend«.-for he too, is a basyman in the courts^ 
though not Lord Ghancellor-— and there is a polite 
note from herself. There has also been a letter 
from Mr. Unwin this evening, a very kind one, 
filial and confidential. Mr. Gowper's cumbrous 
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writing apparatus is on the table, for he has not 
yet got his neat^ handy, writing-desk from Lady 
Hesketh. His former writing-table had become 
erazy, and paralytic in its old limbs; bat to-night, 
he haS| by a happy thought of Mrs. Unwin, got that 
forgotten card*table logged down from the lumber 
garret, and he shakes it, finds it steady, and re- 
joices oyer it. And now the fire is trimmed for the 
ovening ; the candles are snufied ; they shew a 
print of Mr. Newton, and a few prints of other 
rather ugly, grim-looking, evangelical ministers, 
and black profile shades of some of Mrs. Unwni's 
friends. Yet all looks comfortable and feels plea^ 
sant to the inmates — ^for this is their home. O J 
that magic, transfiguring word I but this home is iuf 
deed a peaceful and a happy one. 

** Mr. Cowper relates to his companion the e- 
rents of his long morning ramble,— -a rambling nar- 
rative ; simple, descriptive, somewhat pathetic too, 
nor unrelieved by a few delicate touches of Cow- 
per's peculiar humour. And she listens all benevo- 
lent smiles to his ventures, happed lin meadow and 
mire—' o'er hills, through valleys, and by rivers' 
•banks;' and, in her turn, tells him of two poor 
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pflneos distressed in mind, and ^ndied in dr- 

cnsustamoss, wbo had called at dieir house; and 

mentions what she had done for them, and oon« 

snlts what farther deed of merey or oharit j ahe 

and her friend may jointly aeeomplish before thai 

day dosed. And now Sam, Bir. Gowper's exeel* 

lent and attached servant, or radier hnmUe friend| 

who in adversity had cleared to him, enters the 

room. Sam knew nothing of London life, or Lon* 

don wages, or official bribes, or perquisites ; bat I 

dionld like to know if ever Lord Thnrlow had 

sneh a servant as Mr. Cowper's Sam ; for this is no 

incoiinderable item in a man's domestic happiness. 

And unless we know all these little matters, how 

can we pronounce a true deliverance." 

<* We may g^ess, that honest Sam and his quali- 
ties would have been of little utility, and of small 
value to Edward, Lord Thuilow, any way," said 
Mrs. Herbert ; " and so throw the attached servant 
oat of his scale altogether." 

<<I fear so z — ^well, Sam civilly, but rather for- 
mally, neither ^ike a footman of parts nor of figure, 
mentions that John Cox, the parish deik of All 
Saiats' Parish, Northampton, wuts in the kitchen. 
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for thoie obitsary verses engrossed with the 
niud bill of mortality, which Mr. Cowper had fot 
some years furnished on his solicitation. 

*' « Ay, Sam, — say I will be ready for him in a 
few minutes, and give the poor man a cup of beer/ 
said the courteous poet. * I must first read the 
verses to you, Mary,' continued he, as Sam left the 
parlour ; * yon are my critic, my Sam Johnson, and 
Monthly Reviewer :' — and he reads those fine 
verses beginning, ' He who sits from day to day/ 

** * I like them, Mr. Cowper,' said his calm friend ; 
and that was praise enough.-^ohn Cox was 
ushered in, brushed his eye hastily over the paper, 
sensed with his foot, and said he daredtosay these 
lines might do weU enough. The gentleman he 
employed before was so learned, no one in the 
parish understood him. And Cowper smiles^ 
and says, < If the verses please, and are not fonnd 
too learned, he hopes Mr. Cox will employ him 
again.' 

'* And now the postboy's horn is heard, and 
Sam hies forth. Mr. Cowper b not rich Miongh to 
buy newspapers, but his friends don't forget him, 
nor his tastes. Whenever any thing likely to in- 
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torest his feelings occars in the busy worlds some 
kind friend addresses a paper to Olney. Thus he 
keeps pace with the world, though remote from its 
stir and contamination. He reads aloud another 
portion of the trial of Hastings, ntost reluctant as 
friend and as Christian to believe his old school- 
fellow the guilty blood-dyed oppressor that he is 
here described. He reads the heads of a bill brought 
in by the Lord Chancellor to change, to extend 
rather, the criminal code of the country ; and says, 
passionately, ^ Will they never try prevenliye 
means? There is no flesh in man's obdurate heart, 
it doth not feel for man.' He skims the motley Gon<« 
tents of the < little folio of four pages' gathering 
the goings on of the g^eat Babel, as food for future 
rumination ; and he would have read the speech of 
the Chancellor, had not more important concerns 
carried him away, — ^for old John Queeney, the 
shoemaker in the back street, longs to see Mr. 
Cowper by his bed-side. Mr. Newton, John's 
minister, is in London; and though John and 
Mr. Cowper are in nowise acquainted, saving 
seeing each other in church, there are dear ties 
and blessed hopes common to both ^ so Cowper 
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goes off immediately. Bat since Mrs. Unwin 
insists that it is a cold damp nighty he takes his 
great-coaty though only to please her, and Sam 
marches before with the lantern. John Queeney 
has but one poor room^ Sam would be an intruder 
there ; and as it is harsh to have him wait in the 
street, like the attendant or horses of a fine lady, 
Sam is sent home by his amiable master. 

** When, in an hour afterwards, Mr. Gowper re- 
tomsy he tells that John Queeney is dying, and will 
probably not see o^er the night ; that he isill indeed, 
bat that the king and the nobles of England might 
gladly exchange states with that poor shoemaker, 
in the back street of Olney, — his warfare was ac- 
complished I — Mrs. Unwin understands him ; she 
breathes a silent inward prayer^ for her dying fel- 
low-creature, and fellow-Christian ; and no more 
is said on this subject. Cowper, now in a steady 
and cheerful voice, reads the outline of a petition 
he has drawn out in name of the poor lace-workers 
of Olney, against an intended duty on candles. 
On them such a tax would have fallen griev- 
ously. * My dear Mr. Cowper, this is more like 

o 
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an indigiwiit remonsterance Ikan a hnmble petition,' 
said kit fnend, wrth her placid smile. 

^ ' Indeed and I fear it is,^ — ^how could it 'vr ell be 
otlMrwise ? but this mttst be modified ; the poet's 
impmdenee must not bnrt the poor lace-workers* 



^'And now Bam brii^ in supper — a Roman 
meal| in the days of Rome's heroic simplicity; 
and when it is withdrawn, Hannah, die sole maid- 
senrant, eomes in to say she has carried one blanket 
lo Widow JenningB, and another to Jenny Hib- 
berta ; and that tlie shirering children had actu- 
ary danced round, and hugged, and kissed fiie 
eamfortabie night*clothtng, for lack of which they 
parished ; and that the women themselres shed 
tisars of thanhfolness, for this well^imed, much- 
wnnted supply. 

. ^ 'And yon were sure to tefl lliem they came not 
ftwa uSf'^said the poet. — ^Hannah replied that she 
had, and withdrew. 

** ^Tbese blanleets cannot cost the generoFos Thorn- 
ton aboi^ ten shillings a-piece, Mr. Cowper,* says 
Mm. Unwin. ' Oh ! how many a ten slbfflings, tiiat 
would, in this serere season, soften the lot of the in- 
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dUslvMHii pQ^Fi ^e every tdgH layUhed in the city 
]p0 iobabitp ! k^ir m^ny blanket? would the opera- 
iMfcetf of this one pight pnrcfaate ! And ean any om 
havian cren^wre, baTi» the heart or the right thus to 
larifh, yea, tl|Q«gh not mially, yet aiirdy not with- 
oa$ bLuBe, vhile bnt onfi <Nther of the nine great fii^ 
mily perUhes ai hunger, or of cpld ?' 

<< 4^4 they speak of tbeir poor neighbonrs by 
oane ; tliey know many of them, their good qnali- 
ties» thejlr fi^nlts, aii4 their necessities ; and fireside 
diacoime flows W in the easy carreilt of old, en- 
deared, and perfect intimacy ; and Cowper is led im 
cfdi^tally, to i9Jk pf dark paanages in bis earlier life ; 
of the Proridepce which had guided aqd led him to 
this r«iiBting-phM^ * by the green pastores^ and sIsH 
waters ;* of the mercy in which he had been aflieir 
ed; of a grea^ delirer^m/ce snddeidy wrooght; of 
th^ ARM which had M him in^ .the wildemess^ 
whilo 'ihe banner ov?r hiip wa^ love;' andjthen 
the tulk ebbs bnc^ f» oU £^j^nd3, now absent ; to 
d(9Pn^tM».cares, And li^e family concerns and plans ; 
the garden, or the greenhouse, matter < fond and 
trivial/ yet iipteredting, and elotbed in the lan- 
guage of a poet, fund adorned by a pov^'s fiMwy. 
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it 



I must again ask, had the Lord High Chancel- 
lor ever gained to his heart any one intelligent and 
affectionate woman, to whom he could thus unbend 
his mind, — ^pour forth his heart of hearts — ^in the 
unchilled confidence of a never failing sympathy ? 
This I diall consider, — the possession of this friend, 
an immense weight in Cowper's scale, when we 
come to adjust the balance," said Mr. Dodsley. 

** < I must now read you the fruits of my morn- 
ing's study, ma*am/ says our poet, after a pause ; 
< I had well-nigh forgot that ;' and he reads his sub- 
lime requiem, on the loss of the Royal George. 

<< < I am mistaken if this be not wonderfully grand, 
Mr. Cowper,' says his ancient critic. * But hark ! 
our cuckoo dock. It must be regulated — ^yon for- 
get your duties, sir — Tiney must be put up, and' — 

« < Yon must just allow me, Mary, to give one puff 
of the bellows, to the greenhouse embers. The 
air feels chilly to-night — ^my precious orange-tree.' 
And Mrs. Unwin smiles over his fond care, as the 
gentleman walks off with the bellows under his 
arm. 

** And now it is the stated hour of family worship. 
Sam and Hannah march forward in decent order. 
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But I shall not attempt to describe the pious house- 
hold rites, where the author of the Task is priest 
«od worshipper. Affectionate < Goodnights' close 
the scene. And this is the order of the eyenings 
at Olney. 

** Cowper regulates the cuckoo clock ; for though 
he has no alarum watch, nor impending audience 
of majesty, he lays many duties on himself, lowly 
yet not ignoble ; so about the same hour that the 
Chancellor rolls off for Windsor, Cowper, also alert 
in duty, is penning his fair copy of the lace-work- 
ers' petition to Parliament, or despatchii^ one of 
his playful, affectionate epistles to his cousin, Lady 
Hesketh, or acknowledging the bounty of the be- 
nerolent Thornton to the poor of Olney. And 
now, body and mind refreshed, the blessings of the 
nig^t remembered, and the labours of the day dedi- 
cated in short prayer and with fervent praise^ and he 
is in his greenhouse study, chill though it be, for 
it is quiet and sequestered. See here, Fanny-— 
our last picture. But so minutely has the poet 
described his fayonrite retreat that this sketch may 
be deemed superfluous labour. Yet this is and will 
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ev^r be a cherished spot ; fbr b^e many of his 
Viitubttl iajt w^te spent. 

*< Wby pnrsfie the theme farther," coniinaed die 
€iir&te, <*ybu all know the sihi^e tenvr ef 
life:— 

' Thus did he travel on lite's domiadn way^ 
In dteerfid godHai 



^he Tifiitatiohs to which his delitlitely-or^ntzed 
inVai was liable, I put out of view. They Were a 
inystery beyond his mortal being^-^-far beyoiid 011^ 
limited human intelligence. And tell me now, taty 
jroiing frieiidsy which, at the dose of his memorable 
Kfe, Inay be pronounced the best, and, by conse- 
quence^ the happiest man of onrtiiree Westminster 
hofs ? Each was * sprung of earth's first blood ;' 
^nd though I do not assert that any one of the three 
is a ifanltless model, it is a fair question to ask, whick 
lias your suffrage ? — He who, by the fol*ce of his 
intellect and ambition, the hardihood and energy 
(7 his character, took his place at the head of the 
iBOtmcih of this mighty empire,— -he, the conqueror 
ifS so fair a portion of the Ei^, who, byn^-ms and 
pdlicy, knit another mighty empire to thi8,-M>r he 
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— * the stricken deer/ who sought the shades^ the 
arrow rankling in his side — ^who dwelt apart^ in 
* blest seclusion from a jarring world/ and whO| 
as his sole memorial and trophy, has left us 

' This niigle voliime paramoimt' " 

And Mr. Dodsley lifted Sophia's small and elegant 
oopy of Gowper's works, and gare it into the hand 
of the youth next him. 

An animated discussion now arase^ and when 
Miss Hardbg colleoted the votes^ she found tlM 
j<mJi^ gentlemen were equally divided between 
Hastiags and Thnrlow« The young ladies were, 
howerer, unanimous for Oowper, and the Cnmte 
gave his suffrage with theirs, repeating, 

'** BleBsiDgs Iw with tiiem, and eternal pnuae, 
Wh» gave ns noUer 1ov«b and &»hlaraiM»— 
The poets— who^ on eardi have made ns heirs 
or troth, and -pure delight, hy heaTenly lays.** 
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THE CURATE'S TALE, 

OB PRACTICAL JOKING. 

I CANNOT endure^ said Mr. Dodsley, to gee 
young persons attempting to frighten each other ; 
or, by idle tricks, trying to excite those snpersti- 
tioas horrors which, more or less, hawit erery 
mind. This idle practice, even when it faik of the 
fnll intended e£Pect, is at best a wanton sporting 
with the most awful of the human passions, and 
treating with lightness a class of objects that ought, 
to be approached with reverence and delicacy. A 
species of foolery, always ill-bred, has, in many 
known instances, become, in the highest degree, 
cruel and criminal ; and by the vulgar tricks of the 
most despicable of creatures, the noblest mind has 
been shattered. Fear is the most mortal of human 
passions ; combined in its extreme degree with su- 
perstitious horror, it may be considered as a super- 
natural passion, astatein which the reasoning powers 
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are prostrated^ and, for the time, suspended by those 
strange instincts which are a mystery of man's na- 
ture. Under mental spasm, or convnlsion of other 
kinds, the tension of the mind abates gradually ; — 
iear-— exoessiye fear — ^fear combined with preternfr. 
tnral horror, or consisting wholly of that madden- 
ing feeling, finds but one of three terminations — 
a temporary suspension of the vital powers, — in- 
stant death, — or frenzy. Is this then a passion to 
be tampered with ? 

Susceptibility to panic-fears, to the unaccount- 
able horrors termed antipathies, and^ above all, to 
superstitious terror, are compatible with a very 
high degree of moral courage, and even with great- 
personal intrepidity. Seamen probably possess 
more firmness of nerve, promptitude of mind, and 
physical energy, than any other description of men» 
yet who so liaUe to superstitions influences? ** The 
soldier,'* says Addison, ** who could march up un- 
dauntedly to a breach, will start at his own shadow 
in the dark." Several of the more sagacious 
among the inferior animals, are evidently liable 
to the agony of panic-fears. The war-horse will 
tremble under his rider, and hurst into the cold 
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perspiration of fear; the oonrageoui dog witt 
eftirink back^ and oowery and howi, in apprekemioa 
of M>me imaginary objeet of hcnrror invisible to faii 
master $ and, I tBmt say, that the man who oan at 
all timeoi and in all sitaations, resist these wmgm$ 
fmt9j and despise the dim and shadoidess obfoolS 
of the fronndless horrors disclaimed by homaa 
reaseny but quailed aader by haman instinetSy hmisI 
bo a Baoon or a bnite,-^must have the spirit of an 
angel, or be doll as the fat weed duit rots by 
Lethe's briniu 

Besides ghosts and hobgoblinsi ailowedy from 
hoar antiquity, lo bo ^nite trresistibk by a winter's 
hearth^ there is an entire daas of objeeti, which 
Ibwpersonsy under sadden sarpiisal^ can Tiew with 
perfect calmness or indifferenoo t ooftns, ehroads> 
grates^ oatr&s» corpses^ skel0ton% ekiiU% and oraia* 
bones; the wfaid hovrliag thrabgh itho murder* 
er^i bones as t;hey hai^^ bleacfaiag ioa the commmi ; 
the gH>bet4roas swinging and rattling in she 
blast. The man wins at msdntghty or In deep dark* 
aess, the teomfasg If other of horrersi can pass snch 
ehjecSi nnmof ed, mast hoTo nerFca diffenatly 
Irtuaed from mine. Brea in my imknt mood, 
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I never grudge a £eW additional paeet, which, 
in tlw diaikf may keep me clear of the chareh- 
yard path, and of the ahade ei its ibelanoholy 
yiiwi ; and though ** love casteth oal fear/' anci 
I am quite as much eonvineed as any anatomist 
ilrhalever^ that a dead man will not rile and eat 
ibe, nor yet tdl tales fo me» nor of itie> yet hii 
lack-lustre eyes might suggest so miioh,-^his fallen 
shops might give stieh hroad grinb and palpiiMe 
hints^ that I confess I dioidd hate no particular 
affection for being locked up for a long nighty with 
the dead body of the man for whom I had no espe- 
cial regard while he was alive. I should reckon 
Mm bat solTy comptoy ; and if the resnrreetioti 
man, who attempted to burst his cerements, and 
dkag him Awn hk grave, were net the most bru- 
tdived rnfian known m ci viliaed society, a thousand 
degrees beneath the cemnnon Imagmaa, he would 
deserve to be reokoned Ae braVest ftUow on 
earth. 

These refledlens are saggested by a cii^um- 
sttinoe %i4iioh lately caase fto my knowledge, and 
whieh has i^HMsed oh tee etw iinlBe hke anighft- 
mare, or hidMm dream. 
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Be it known that I spent the Christmas holidaysi 
some years ago, with an Indian friend, at what he 
considers his home while in Enghtnd, — ^the resi- 
dence namely of his mother's sister* My friend's 
aunt, a wealthy, independent, childless dowager, 
lives in a fine old manor*hottse, near the scene of 
her wedded life, in that patrician division of Old 
England, proudly named Vale Royai«. 

Christmas-tide had, and still possesses, many im- 
munities of heart and hearth ;— • 

^ 'Twas Christmas told the merriest tale» 
'Twas Christmas broached the stontest ale." 

It was also Christmas that brought forth the 
brightest points of fireside jojrs^ even when 
throwing a deeper and broader shade over all 
social hilarities, by its prescriptive privil^^e of 
pouring forth the most dolorous of ghost stories. 

Among the '^ troops of friends" whom wealthy 
honour, benevolence, and length of days drew ^ 
round our venerable hostess, there was a Miss 
Pembroke, a miuden of that age when an enter- 
taining, sensible woman, besides being a pleasant^ 
becomes a safe^ unsuspected, companion, subjecting 
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even the determined old baehelor, swathed in celi- 
bacf and fleecy hosiery, to no keener joke than 
may be easily either parried or borne. This la- 
dy, the daughter of the deceased rector of a neigh- 
bouring parish, was thoronghly acquainted with 
old family-history, — at least so far as this and the 
adjoining counties were concerned. It was from 
her I drew the particulars of the following narra^ 
tive : — 

One evening-^it wat on a Saturday^ an evening 
on .which amusements and secular affairs were al- 
ways early closed in this regular household, that we 
had finished our rubber, and drawn closer . round 
the fireside. From talking of a singular circum- 
stance, recorded in a recent periodical, the discourse 
flowed naturally into those channels so congenial 
to a winter's hearth — ^ghostly warnings, superna- 
tural terrors, mysterious appearances, and their at- 
tendant horrors. 

<< Ah ! poor Charlotte Hope \" sighed my chatty, 
pleasant friend. Miss Pembroke. '^ Quite in this 
neighbourhood the thing happened, sir, — at Mr. 
S-— 's, not three miles off; — the 8 s have been 
a melancholy fiimily ever since." 
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<<Ah I poor, swool GkBriottet" respoadod oar iMst* 
OM ; << thjB rote of my ChristmM garlaoil. £Qio al- 
ways gave a few days, abont tkis season, sir, to ibm 
old woman ; — and hsppy days she bronght^ poor 
Ihing. Sock a cheerfnl, intelligent, kin^-^earted, 
luindsome young ereatnre, bligbted in a moment-^ 
and so strangely I — bot this is one of Ikose dark dis-* 
pensations, one of those trials of our faith in uner« 
ring wisdom, and in nnbonnded Ioyo^ whi^ are 
sometimes mysterionsly sent to perfect onr fiiith 
and patience, ere yet ear peace be perfeeted." The 
good old lady looked rererently bat silendy np- 
wards. Erery eye m die circle, that had ever rested 
on the generid yoong fayoarite alkided to, was, I 
peroeiyed, glistening. My cariosity was all alive ; 
and there was a sympatibetic tenderness and inter* 
est in my feelings, w)iich entitled them to a higher 
name than that of mere common cariosity. 

Miss Charlotte Hope was, I found, the only and 
orphan child of a gentleman who had risen high in 
the nayy, and had been able to leave her a hand* 
some independence. As she had no immediate 
fam^y ties, after leaving an exoeilent private school, 
she visited more among an extensive and high oon^ 
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BexMO both in Bngkiid m^I SMtkuid^ than night 
hare been geed for her futare domestic habits^ had 
■be iiot^ as my iaformant said, contrived to make 
a borne wbererer she went^ and to create and carry 
abont with her the duties^ the affection^ and tbe 
peace of beme. ** Her heart and mind were erer 
aMve and active, and ever In tbeir right place/* said 
Mies Pembroke. *^ Sbe was stiii so youngs that she 
bad formed ne establi^ment of her own ; bat of 
ber handsome inccmie sbe already made the most 
generous use. Well may I say this if yon knew 
all, sbr ; and Charlotte's kindness was as delicate as 
k was jwJticions,— -ber benevolence i» steady as it 
was free of sil ostentation. Yon must forgive me, 
sir ; yet Charlotte rose so far above her peers, that 
I can scarce iiope to give yon even a faint idea of 
ber ezoeileaee. Ask any one wbo ever had the 
pieasure ef ber ac^naintanoe what she was. How 
nany generone energies were paralysed,— 4iew 
many warm sympathies extkignisbed when ber 
heart was etrnek ! — ^Oh ! sir, her Ante was dmrk aii4 
dreadful !" 

'< My d^sr Miss Pembroke,'^ I eaid ; for I had 
neither fear nor jbame in efldliig tbis worthy maiden 
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*^ dear ;" besides, the epithet of tenderness was, as 

I have often seen it^ the softening prelude to a gen- 
tle remonstrance, '^ you whet my curiosity beyond 
endurance ; may I beg yon will proceed with your 
story y* 

^^ There is no story, sir — ^positively none. 'Twas 
the simplest thing in the world, how it fell out 
The little circumstances of which Charlotte's 
poor friend has a thousand times since told me 
would not have been worth notice^ bat as connected 
with her fate." ' 

In hearing the story of a woman, I am itfraid it 
is next to impossible to refrain from wishing to 
know something-^y, and a good, deal too — about 
her personal appearance. The footing on which I 
was with Miss Pembroke made this an easier affair 
than I have sometimes found it. Every body must 
have observed how desperately, and with what in- 
veterate good-will, rival beauties, artists, and au- 
thors, praise each other ; but here there were no 
pretensions to rivalship, and therefore no excessive 
panegyric. 

'< Charlotte Hope was not what is properly called 
beautiful, sir,'' said my fair friend ; ^< she was not 
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even, at least in feataresy what is called handsome; 
bot every one allowed the ohann of Charlotte's 
face, thongh bo one could define it. It was Tarjr- 
iogy— fngitive; it never left her £Bee» but it flitted 
aboDt, — ^in the eyes, in the open brow, in the frank 
smiley in the smiling of the eyes, in the look of 
good tense ever brightening into arch good-hn* 
monr, or dimpling into almost bread or roguish 
mirth. Her person certainly was fine^ — ^universally 
allowed so ; large rather^ for her years, but free, 
folly and of fine and flowing proportions. Thoi^h, in 
process of years, it might have become more mas- 
sive and less elastic, at twenty-three her form was 
perfect. Charlotte's charm was^ after all* in her man- 
ners, or rather in the disposition from which hw 
manners flowed, her warm sympathies, her genial 
cordiality and frankness of address, and the un- 
bounded capacity of loving and finding delight in 
every thing she looked upon. In every threshold 
she crossed, little arms were wrapped round Char- 
lotte's knees,-^little mouths held np, in rosy clus- 
ters, to be kissed by Charlotte :-*old dogs wagged 
their tails in welcome, and grey domestics had pri- 

H 
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vate nods, and whispered information about fiiYonr* 
ite plants or animals distingoished by Charlotte on 
former risits. If Charlottei coming with great and 
ceremonious company^ was not always welcomed 
by the first salutations of her hostess, she was ever 
indemnified by the last embrace, and the whis- 
pered welcome erer turned to ^ dear Charlotte,,' 
with the whispered sentence of, ' my poor mo- 
ther I' or, * my children will be so happy you 
are come.' 

^^ As Charlotte never considered children a plague^ 
they never plagued her. Servants where she vi- 
sited found her less troublesome than those who 
were not half so liberal to them ; ever prompt to 
rescue the awkward from the consequences of 
their blunders, or good-humouredly to excuse or 
inform the stupid. She was equally ready to re- 
lieve any unhappy lady, the victim of morning vi- 
siters, of part of her weary load, or to share in the 
pains and penalties of a grand entertainment given 
in the house where she was a guest. If a single 
hand were at any time needed to make up a whist- 
table for ^< the ancients," then Charlotte loved 
cards ; or if, unhappily, two were wanted, she still 
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was aH she could be, a most patient, acoommodat^ 
ing dumbmy or dettd-man* 

** In every house she yisited, Charlotte was 
always the first up, — the first dressed^ — ^the first 
ready for church, — ^for a ball,— for a rural ram- 
ble, or a Tisit to her acquaintances in the cot- 
tages in the vicinity. Her apartment, her books, 
her wardrobe, her ornaments, were» at all times, 
in the highest order; and Charlotte Hope had 
time, and spirits, and he4rt, and good-nature, for 
every thing. If a hostess were frying over fish 
growing cold, or a host fuming over wine groinng 
hot, Charlotte was ever ready to lace the boddice 
or fix the comb or cap of any lazy dresser for whom 
dinner lagged. If any lady had a brilliant, high- 
toned voice, Charlotte could sing a second sweetly, 
and with the rare excellence of bemg always in 
true tune ; or if, haply, the fair musical exhibitor's 
voice was rich and low, Charlotte could manage a 
first part, or at least afford her particular friends 
so exquisite an imitation of the elaborate trills and 
cadences, and fluttering warbles of Madame A. or 
Miss B., as to give more pleasure, and to draw 
down heartier applause than is often bestowed on the 
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bigbett degree of amateur piS)fieieiMy. In fiutoiHes 
where there was no ann< pmt ber dancings tkongh 
t^ in tlie prime of her playing days, no goremess 
or hnnhle dependant to act orehestniy Charlotte's 
quadrilles and waHses were nnfailing, thongb her 
own nhnhle toes^ emulating her fingers, migirt 
soBS eliBses hiro itehed afiter a keenly relisfaed a- 
BMisement. She had many oorrespondenta ameng 
her numerous coMiextons, and found ti>ftie to r»- 
memherlhenian,and yet to write notes on lA meM 
household afikirs for her laiy friends ; to oopy her 
0wn new mnsie for those of her female acqurintanoe 
who had more mnsieal taste than superAmnis mo^ 
ney ; andeTento tang ballads^ work IriOsi and make 
ricelehes for those she was sure woidd taluo her 
perfermanees/ because they were hers. These ae- 
eompfiAments, ail exquisite in theh* kind, cBd not 
in the least impeach or impair her talent for em- 
beffiihing paper kites with snitaUe emblems and 
devices; making vignettes for dilapidated eopies 
of such of the minor dasncs as the History of 
GoA-Robin and Jenny Wren, (that arAiteet even 
mote wonderful than Sir Christopher of the same 
nsBde ;) painting and repainting dolls' ehedcs, and 
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foniifihiBg tbem witbnew black eyw ; and assisting 
old economical dowag)ora with thejur mittiimry, or lit- 
tle boysy when in terror of nursery-maids, severe 
in their notions of deanliness and propriety in anises 
of garments (oni| or palms soiled nt the bold game 
<if leap-frog. 

'< Yet Charlotte had her faoUs/' said my friend. 
" She had iJiat wannth and haste of indignation 
which often accompanies a frank and ;geBerons 
temper ; and ber shrewdness of o b s e rvatioB was 
bat too often the minister ito her love of miuth, 
•od keen pecocjKtiAn of the ludicrous/' 

I learned, nl gcentc^ length than I ^cbooae to re- 
cord, that this lively iind %ie*tem|itered| <noUe imd 
^K^7 (prl>iui4 fa«en «i:pecte(^4a^ in the year 1S1-, 
*t the honae of the nentfenftan tmfare aUnded to, 
wbom I shaU hface call fieywHimr. He was nwan 
^^gnodfoistane.nad JUtAon, yh ose nneestois had 
lived on the savneientnteTin Vale Royal, pvobaUy 
film the ttnue of *e Can^nest. The inmily was 
iv^thy for die sityle in fnhioh they liv«d, ^whiA, 
^«s with the fniet, 4imM|tentatinns dignity of the 
W, if not the iiichesl^fihiss of English landed gen* 
^- This gentleman had been one of Charlotte's 
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guardiaiiSi and was, besides, related to her mother ; 
though this was bat half her tie with the Seymonr 
family. 

Mrs. Seymour, when Sophia Spencer, had been 
Charlotte's school-fellow ; and to the little orphan- 
ed, nearly ten years younger than herself, Sophia 
felt as an affectionate elder sister. There were 
many subordinate collateral ties. Sophia's brother 
had been a midshipman in Charlotte's father's ship, 
e^en before Charlotte was bom, and owed to Cap- 
tain Hope's kindness a thorough knowledge of his 
profession, and an enthusiastic desire of distinction 
in the service. Sophia, moreover, said, that she 
owed her husband, ** the best husband in England"— 
all an English wife can say of praise— «^^ to Char- 
lotte Hope ;" and it was certain that, on Mr. John 
Seymour's visits to his little cousin at her school. 
Miss Spencer's beauty, and Miss Spencer's goodness 
and devemess, warmly extolled by the grateful lit- 
tle girl, led to consequences, that^ ,.shl6wd as she 
was, she could not have foreseen, though she learn- 
ed to rejoice in them ; for she was taken from 
school for a whole week, and at eleven years old 
made the proud and happy bridemaid of Sophia. 
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This was grown an old afiiEur; for Sophia's eldest 
boy was now at sea with his nnde. 

Every new child had been a new daim on Char- 
lotte's affections, and much of her time, after leaving 
school, was spent with her early friend who was 
often in delicate health,-— spent in inspiriting the 
drooping mother, delighting the children, and 
spreading the blessings of her intelligence, and the 
warmth and brightness of her temper in sonshine 
over the entire household. Charlotte thought her 
friend's children almost her own, and certainly ^* the 
finest in England," using in speaking of them the:trae 
old English superlative. Mr. Seymour as undonbt- 
iogly thought her by far '* the finest girl in Eng- 
land ;" and with Mrs. Seymour to love Charlotte, 
and depend on her active kindness and affection, 
was now so much a confirmed habit as to have be- 
oome second nature. She loved Charlotte so much 
as to forget what she owed to her. 

Though Mr. Seymour's family were not what is 
called gay people^ they yet saw a good deal of com- 
pany, and very often had visiters living in the 
house. There were now^-abont Christmas- 
many young persons assembled there, wards, and 
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iiepll«trf) and nieces, and the grown-ap children 
of old friends, gkj lads from the anirersity, and 
Hvdy girb from school, besides a proportion of tibat 
nommade portion of the British population whidi 
cfe(«olM«FS from hooae to house, and of whidi lite 
welooiSM isaf generally be understood in «a pariia- 
mtntary sense," that is, to be no welooaie at all. 

Ci^tain Ridbnrd Spencer^ who, nearly twenty 
years before, had made a deep impression on the 
heart of Charlotte Hope, was, this season, the star of 
his sister'e hc^^y domestic circle ; whldi was, how- 
ever, inoMnpletetoMrs. Seymonr, without ^€hnr- 
kite ;" a Uank to Mr. Seymour, without her iie 
called ^ brightest and Best" shining eeft upon 
them, and btioging #srth all their lights ssid sha- 
dows. 

The wiater^B day of dharlotte's expected arrivid 
weee away, withoot her appearance. All day long 
there had been a strict watch kept from the nur- 
sery wlbiews. Dhiner was twice cmiered back, 
and lifers. (Seymonr beoMne rather uneasy. It was 
a enowy blustering day, and intensely cold. 

" No hast of Chaiiotte,"said'Mr. Seymonr ; «< the 
worst thait can hsppen is an orerturn, and out of 
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thst the wHl coBstroet a capital adTentnre. Her 
firmness and presence of mind nevvr desert 
her; — ^what would frighten a delicate dansel to 
denth or into hjrsterics, wili only ofieii a mine 
of pleasantry and ridicule to Charkite. I do not 
tlmk it possible to intimidate iMr ia real dan- 
get^ madi less to scare lier with bugbears and 
fidse alamn/' 

^ Yob are to understand. Captain Spencer, tiiat 
Miss Hope is this gentleman's Beautifiil luTin- 
ctble," said Miss Pitman, a lady who oontrired to 
have soaae hereditary daim on Mrs. Seym<Nir's 
haspitality ; and Tisfted her every year^ for no bet- 
ter reason (than that she had afflicted her mother in 
a aimikr way. Some of die joaior misses suspected 
that die arrival of her old acquaintance^ Captain 
Spencer, had not ahorteaed Miss Pitman's visit at 
diis tiaie. She was very patriotic, and particularly 
admired the naval service. 
^ I perfectly remember the young lady/ said Cap- 
tain Spaaoer ; << a broadHMt^ rosy, stump of a 4^ild, 
with a lively a£Pectionate temper, and merry, &ank, ; 
blade eyes ; as ready to give a cuff as willing to 
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make it up with a kiss, and of both favonrs sin^- 
larly liberal/' 

" The frank black eyes, are shining still/' stud 
Mrs. Seymour ; *< bat you cannot think, Richard, 
what fine women frequently spring from those 
broad, toad-stool stamps of girls — I don't mean 
dampy girls," said the accurate lady, *' but children 
with some breadth, and material about them. I 
don't, however, say Charlotte Hope is what is call- 
ed a beauty — ^far from it." 

*' By Jove ! but you might though," sud Mr. 
Seymour, who was no manoeuvrer ; << she is one of 
the finest girls in England ; — ^the flower of Vale 
Royal whenever she enters it She attributes many 
of her admirable habits, Richard, to what she calls 
her quarter-deck training — ^the strictness^ regu- 
larity, and, shall I say it, the manliness of her early 
education : perhaps to the same cause she may 
owe the spirit and freedom of her demeanour, a 
certain graceful firmness and promptitude of look 
and motion, which I never saw in woman, save 
in Charlotte Hope." 
Mrs. Seymour wished her brother to form his 
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own opinion of her woman-grown friend, and also 
wished Miss Pitman not to think of her at all ; so 
she intermpted her eloquent hnsband, hy request, 
ing him to order dinner. 

The party had not finished their soup, when a 
hubbub was heard on the stairs. Mr. Edward 
Stanley, a young Oxonian, a cousin of Charlotte's, 
who, without having the audabity, or, as he said, 
ike impudence to become her lover, was exceedingly 
proud of her, and wondered very much that his 
fellow-collegians, the young Marquis of B ■ , 

and Lord M ; — > who had met her, were not 

dying in love for her, — ^started from his seat, and 
was followed by his sister, Kate. 

The dining-room, blazing with old family pic- 
tures, old family plate, and young family faces, was 
presently half-deserted. In spite of Miss Pitman 
and decorum, juvenile uncles outstripped more 
juvenile nephews, all dining propriety was vio- 
lated, and an irruption of the young Goths, who had 
first heard the carriage, burst down stairs, in spite 
of nurses' remonstrances and screams, and Betty's 
intercepting dutches interposed on the top of the 
*^ second pair." All met in the old haU, and Cap-* 
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tain Speneer left alone, attoUe, with Miss PUovuiy 
oonld sow haFo envied the shaldng of bsnda* and 
iBore vnlgar uBackings of lipa, and light }aqghtcr» 
and gay welcomes circulating there* 

<< Brightest and beat I how is i$ that with yonr 
ekrmwmetrie panctoalityy yon have tonight no 
alarmed Sophia ?" said Seynumr. 

Charlotte looked to her friendr— <<I was not 
greatly alarmed, Charlotte ; I wonld let none rf 
these ▼olonteer knights go in search of yon; and 
had I been alarmed^ yon knowi I wooM have seat 
them all/ofF. But why so late? Ihe pgioridi|ldiie» 
liave iSO JiH^ed lor yon all jday/ 

** O ! the old story, — an o.Tertam--^tbe snow*" 
i»4ed iCharlotte. ^ Ah ! N<ed Staideyl-'HUid yen Itoo, 
<iny Kateof Katosf" — Cbailotte garemliaiidfte 
«ach Qonsin«— -^* An oyertnm, as I said ; ^qt ao itame 
A one:'-«<«o danger^ and no glory, no Blapk F>orea^ 
no brave kiughtj nothings in short, h«t terriUy eold 
€ee1; Sophia ;-*-Tand, Jdbn, tremendens appeltte-^ 
Fee ffp //urn / — ^111 eat yoM I>i«k," said she, now 
4»nung, and smilingly caressing Abe little boy, 
who with other two chUdcen dnng ronad her bneas. 
^ And famons snipes shot by a certain gentle- 
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nail wiib one Imnd," whispered Mr. Seymour* ** So 
quick, cast your sloitgb*«^ff with your wmp-ras^ 
cal !— Shine ooft Cbttrlotte !" 

<< Snipes of whose shoo^g, Sophia ?'* whispered 
Charlotte^ with a comic ftice ol alarm, directed, bo w- 
crer, to her friend little Dick. 

<< Do haye the goodnes«^ Mr. Edward Stanley, 
to request my brother to take my place at table 
for fire minvtes, tiU, with my own eyes, I bare 
seen careless Miss Hope take off h^ wrappings, 
and make hendf comfortable," said Mrs. Seymour, 
erer as prudent as polite. 

** O ! gracious ! is it possible?" again etied Char* 
lotte, *< snipes shot with one hand, Didc?" and 
Ohariotte's face became^ Dick tlionght^ more and 
more droil and ^'/unuyf'* and also, it might have 
been remarked, a little more rosy. 

** Seamen do the honours of a table so charming- 
ly," continued the prudent Mrs. Seymour, «' thougk 
poor Ridiard) who once carred so well, can carre 
no longer." 

<' But, like the spoonbiU, may still 

( OUigiDgly ladk the sonp,' " 

i\A Kate Stanley, a hoyden of fourteen, who was 
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very fond of Charlotte Hope, though Charlotte 
found more faolt with her, and '^ scolded her more," 
she said, ^^ than all the world besides." 

Charlotte, of whatever she was really thinking, 
seemed qnite occupied with the little children, 
daring the minute in which this passed. Their 
father now affected to chase them from her. ^* Off, 
ye rogues I do you mean to eat Miss Hope for your 
supper !'' and they all ran laughing off to tell 
nurse how like a giant Miss Hope looked when she 
said <' Fee ! fa ! fnm !" and to seek out all the rar<- 
ities uncle Richard had brought, that they might 
shew them to Miss Hope; for they were quite 
Bure she would soon come to visit them in their 
own nursery. Little Charlotte, a lady almost four 
years old, assured the younger ones they *^ might 
depend on that ; her good godmother always did 
that ;' and then a quarrel arose, as will happen in 
the best-regulated nurseries, about which had the 
best right to Miss Hope's kindness and attention ; 
for though Charlotte was her goddaughter, little 
Dick was likewise her godson, and was, qld Mar- 
tha said, her ^< darling, cnrly-pated pet." 
Charlotte the elder was meanwhile stoutly push- 
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ing her less agile friend ap stairs before her. 
** Gracious, Sophia ! and why did you not write me 
that Captain Spencer was here — ^how shall I face 
him ! — once so tenderly beloved I O, Sophia I con- 
ceiye the delicate distress," continued Charlotte 
laughing. <^ If there were but time to be senti- 
mental — ^but I am so hungry, and those snipes may 
fly off. I know Miss Pitman loves the breast of 
at least one/' 

The pelisse was now stripped off, the brown 
locks were braided, the tight-fitting gown, of a 
ruddy-brown, lustrous silk, was already assumed, 
the lace frills were fixed. 

** As quickly dressed as if the boatswain had 
piped all hands aloft," said Mrs. Seymour. << And, 
my dear Charlotte, now that I see you dressed, how 
charming you are looking." 

** I am glad of that — I shall be sure to charm at 
least one gentleman to-night — ^little Dick : — ^there, 
fix that clasp. But baby George — ^how many teeth 
has he now ?" 

<< Only one since my last letter — d^ar, wee seed- 
pearl, and another bud just coming; but better 
news than that, Charlotte, Richard has got a ship, 
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and may marry to-morrow— rich eooagk now I 
Did yoB see it in the papers ?** 

** George's tooth ?--~positireIy not; I am^ I fear, 
« eareless reader of the p<4itical articles, even though 
furnished hy a deep genios like yon, Sophia. Bot, 
come, I am ready to fiice the eBemy, and do battle 
bravely, if needfuls — Cruel, cmel man I" oontinned 
Chailotte, laoghing, ^ who at five years old, made 
so deep an impression on my susceptible hearts" 

^< Through the medium of dolls and sugar com- 
fits, I suspect." 

** You know nothing of ^ young, passionate love,' 
Sophia," said Charlotte, still laughing ; ^* and you, 
accordingly, in your ignorance, wrong me and the 
tender passion prodigiously. I would no more 
have been in love for sugar comfits at five, than I 
would for diamonds at twenty-five. My Lilli- 
putian flame was both sad and 8«*iou8| and most 
disinterested. I hope, that, like the small-pox and 
the scarlet fever, a lady is liable to but one lov6 
attadc in the course of her life. At least here 
am I, who^ deeply in love at seven, am^ at twenty- 
three, heart«whoW 

Charlotte indulged in another fit of tittering over 
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her leoaUectiont* << Tkis iairj con%ii«sl most liave 
been very entertaiiiuigy I shoakL think, to jmat 
brother,— -that is, if he retnemher it." 

MfSL Seymoar sheok her head, which wis full 
of ideas Chiurlotte woaM not onderstaod. 

^ Heartleas woman 1 do yen still donbt? hMli X 
not every symptoB^ — shy, sensiliye, jealow. 1 
eonld ha^ tern «at Mise Pkman's eyes; and I 
was 80 enamoured ! O ! I was the most loreleoi 
ef ail little damsela !— Bat here is Martha. Ah^ 
Martha, soup for me. Set like your hind theoghtfid* 
nees. And I have for yeua groas of spectacleB> be* 
sides the Sheilock y<m wished for, on a type yon 
m%ht read a mihs off." 

** Then, Miss Charlotte, bat you.be tei» g«ed imd 
toa OMHTvy te: this worid ; mindbig erwythiag and 
every one ; and all aboat yon, so right, and kind 
and proper." 

" Thanks, Martlia ! but don't yon, Martha, re* 
raenber how deifierately I was in love witfa Cap- 
tana I^Mncor long ago. 

** Lank ! now. Miss Chariotle, yon were ^ery 
fanny at that same time, to be so littio a Missy t." 

I 



130 NIGHTS OF THB ROUND-TABLE. 

<< No fanning to me, Martlia ;*— bat tell yonr chO-> 
dren I'll be up to kiss them all before they sleep, 
and try on their new shoes." 

Mrs. Seymoar shat the door after the old favoar- 
ite domestic. *^ I dedare, Charlotte, yoor ehildish 
passion is the most wonderful thing of the kind I 
ever heard of. It looks like fate." 

<< Not in the least wonderful ; nor more like 
fate, Sophia, than your, according to rule, fulling 
in love with my cousin John ; aflter he, according to 
the course of nature and practice of England, fdl 
in love with you ; and marrying him, instead of any 
other sensible, well-bred, landed, or professional 
gentleman of these three kingdoms, who had not 
the same opportunities of seeing and proposing for 
(as the newspapers say) the elegant, amiable, and 
accomplished Sophia Spencer." 

'^ Impossible, you know, Charlotte, that I could 
ever have loved any man save Mr. Seymour." 

^< I won*t swear to what you might have done, 
Sophia; but certain sure I am you cannot now 
love any one half so deserving of your affection as 
my honest cousin John. Hark I his hearty laugh 
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from below. I know of notfaing half so cordial in a 
cold winter's afternoon, as John's warm welcome, 
and roasted snipes. Let us down to them." 

'<I tmst yon will like Richard as well as his snipes, 
Charlotte ; I have bnt one remaining, nngratified 
wish on earth, bnt I fancy I must not breathe it." 

'< Then I won't ask yon, nor tempt yon, nor 
even guess at it ; and whether I like Captain Spen- 
cer or not, I mnst fiice him^— O, S<^hia, what if 
I should relapse to night," Charlotte continaed 
laughingly ; ** physicians all agree that a relapse 
is £ur more dangerous than the original attack." 

'< I'm afraid there is no danger." 

** You are afraid ?•— Yes, thank heaven I have 
weathered all my * critical moments/ fifteen years 
ago. I rather think I love every body too well 
nowadays to care very much for any body^ man^ 
kind, — ^which of course includes womanldndr- -too 
much to care at all for the Johns, and Peters, or 
^ven Bichards. Still I have a warm comer in my 
, heart for a few of the creatures-*-for your little 
Dick for instance." 

It was another trait of Charlotte's character, 
that mothers, too delicate and sensible to obtrude 
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tlie charms and abilttieg of their offsprtng on Uie 
general ear, could yet confide *^ the amiable weak- 
ess" to << so dbcriminating and good hearted a girl 
as Chailotte Hope." The great improTement of 
Dick, personal and mental^ accor&gfy fiuauAed a 
subject of female prattle, that laaled till the ladies 
reached the diniag-roooi, 

^Ha! Brighest and Best! welcome back to 
yonr old eoay nook, between the fire and my el« 
bow»" cried Mr. Seymour. *' Evacuate^ Ned Stan- 
ley/' Chaxk>tte> bowing and nnilingy took her 
wontsd place, and BIr. Seymour sooo whispered, 
<< Yonder far-off mahogany-cokMured maii9-r.-do yon 
eee him ?— that is our Riduurd. How do yen like 
him now yon see him, Charlotte ^*' 

** Yon must give me a slice of mutton in order 
to consolidate my opinions^ John : thongh one may 
remain in love, no one erer fell into it upon an 
Mnpty stomach — that is heartily." 

" I tremUe to ask what yon tliink. of yon snor 
hnnit.mntilated man, Charlotte^" sMd Mrs. Sey- 
mour, as soon as she again got her firiend alone. 
<< Heifli^as you see, Charlotte, whatpMs call old ; and 
climate and hard service have wsevght sad change 
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on him^ poor fellow. Ridiard was reckoned hsnd* 
tome when a jouth " 

** The loM of an arm mrely is a lost, and that a 
fairish skin may sometimes be better tiian a tanned 
one^ I readily grant yon, Sophia." 

Mrs. Seymour nghed^ and fbUowed her gnests 
to the drawing-room, and Charlotte went to the 
nnnery, at ail times the scene of her especial re-* 
cre a tion. Here there rose an immense bnia aiwnt 
** Undo Ridmrdy the sailor nnole/' who had or- 
dered toys for the inmates with true satlor^lilDe 
profosioa ; who rensped with r^flit good willy and 
had that ca^tal aad rare quality, of not soon tiring 
of a romp. Heattempted to tell steries too like 
** their dear, good Charlotte ;*' bnt with aUhis good 
Willi was bat a pow sobstitnte for her, m this most 
difficult art. 

In the drawing-4«om. Captain S pen c e r was par- 
ticnlaiiy introduced to Miss ilepe hy his sister. 
To him ehe was already an object of enriesity and 
interest. While they talked gaily and cardessly 
together, he was secretly comparing the radaaat 
young woman before him, with the ^ broad, stumpy, 
rosy little girl" of his recollections, and with 
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preconceived idea of the favourite friend of his sis-^ 
ter, and the idol of his little nephews and nieces* 
Whatever his opinions were, they were confined to 
his own hreast. 

r 

For the next three weeks, hnshand and wife 
nightly compared notes, and both acknowledged, 
that however it might be with Captain Spencer, 
(and Mr. Seymovr was somewhat indignant at his 
inaptitude to fid! in love,) Charlotte was the same 
happy, cheerful, joy-giving young woman she had 
always been. The only consolation that Mrs. Sey- 
mour now had, was, that Charlotte, she was cer- 
tain, had no preference for any man whatever. 

One morning this lady sought her friend. ** My 
dear Charlotte, this Sir Reginald Hemdng abso- 
lutely persists in seeing you,-— he will imag^e 
John and I coop you up here for some selfish pur« 
pose; though heaven knows— denying the selfish- 
ness entirely — ^I only wish it were as he imagines* 
Mr. Seymour and I hoped, — ^but marriages are no 
doubt made in heaven, — I am more and more con- 
firmed in the belief'—^ What must be must be.* " 

^< A good few of them apparently in the other 
place, Sophia," said Charlotte, laughing, — ** not 
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to be mentioned to ears polite^— but by ftr the 
greater number in this dim region of middle-eartby 
without a hope or a motive beyond its doll, cbyey 
sniikce." 

** Then yon will see Sir Reginald ?" inquired 
Mrs* Seymour, a little startled ; for he had what 
is called ^^ a considerable stake/' on that earth's 
surface where marriages are determined. 

** If he is as resolute as you say, — and if what 
must be must be." 

** Far am I, Charlotte, from wishing improperly 
to influence your choice: Sir Reginald, with all 
mothers, and most daughters, will, I acknowledgOi 
be regarded as quite an unexceptionable match ; 
yet I had hoped"-— Charlotte smiled, and Mrs* 
Seymour went to her husband. She had done aU, 
she said, that was consistent with the delicacy due 
to her firiend, and the honour of all concerned. 

^* I cannot belieye Charlotte will marry for a 
paltry title and a little pelf," said Mr. Seymour. 

** Nor will she ; but this Sir Reginald, to do 
him justice, is really a good-tempered, handsome 
man. My dear John, girls— 4iy even with the 
sense of Charlotte Hope— have a very different way 



136 NIGHTS OF THB ROUND-TABLE. 

of estimatlBg these poor fleeing adranteg^s of 
yotitli and figare» firom us, mothers of ftnilies. 
What a hnsVand woflld Richard hare made her ia 
every possible circumstaace ,of their united Ims ! 
Thank heaven I still have you, John, and siy dear 
diildren. — ^I shall lose aiy friend >— no-^no, Lady 
Henning ean never be to me whatdharlotfee Hope 
has been." 

Mrs. Beymour openly avowed that she would 
not inquire into the result of Sir Reginald'fl inter- 
view with Charlotte^ and her hosbaad betted that 
she could not refrain, even for one hour. He waa 
right. The Baronet's audience was no sooner over 
than she joined Ohaiiotte in the drawing-room. 
The ytmng lady was repairing the tackle of a dnp 
for her fnend Dick. 

** Sudi employment for Lady Henning !** cried 
Mrs. Seymour. ^ Am I to congratulate her Lady- 
ship ?" 

'< Sophia, this is not like you ; you don't use me 
IcindTy. I do not know what, in other circum- 
stances, I might have done. How many yomig 
women—ay, ge ntl ew o men of birth, beauty, aceom"^ 
pHshment, iar, iar beyond mine, mtut many be- 
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eanse they must 4he^ 'or imagikie they must, in a 
oertun style. Thttik HeaveB, my faliier's provi- 
denoe^ and my own good ipirit, I liaye iJie powOT 
to «ell Sir Reginald, and ail his kind, < I won't 
have you, because I don't like yon: I have £10,000; 
and ohoose rather to be a haiqiy oU maid than a 
disiBonteated tbongh a titled matroa.' " 

'* Yet, ny dear," said Mrs. Seymour, embnusiog 
her, ^ Captain Hope always said, in joke, his little 
Charlotte woidd noti he was enre, Iito an old maid, 
if she ooold help it." 

** My faAer's opinions were seldom erroneons," 
refenised Charlotte, smiling. ** 111 oertaialy marry 
the first man, howerer okL or maimed, Sophia, that 
asks me, provided I like him ; but then I must like 
him, and he must ask me — ^ these are two tbinga.' " 

Mrs. Seymour, with joyful tears^ dasped her 
friend in her arms, and kissed her all over in eo» 
Stacy. 

*<OhI shooking, Sophia ! yoahaToakoader kiss 
than John's welcoming one; yon slobber as bad as 
Htde IHok." 

<' If I dmrst but Tentare to guess who that happy 
man might be. Poor Sir Reginald I I am sorry 
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for him nowy Charlotte. I am sure I wish him the 
nioesti prettiest, richest yoang woman in the oomi- 
tjr for a wifo, with all |ny heart, since he is not to 
get yoa« — I hope he will be able to eat his dinner 
with usy poor man." 

Mr, Seymonr had driven ont that morning ^th 
his brother-in-law and Miss Ejite Stanley. He 
mentioned that he was to have Sir Reginald's com- 
pany at dinner, as he pointed ont his fine, modem 
mansion in the distance, << a dangler of Char- 
lotte's," said he ; '^ a resolute^ determined admirer 
rather, for Charlotte admits no danglers. He has 
served his terms fairly now ; and, I presume, the 
charmer must, one of these days, take pity. Cap« 
tain Spencer made no observation. When he spoke 
next, it was to inquire abont the management of a 
turnip-field lying before them, remarkable for neat- 
ness of cultivation. 

The radiant smile with which Mrs. Seymonr 
met her husband, spoke the dismissal of Sir Re- 
ginald as plainly as her words. The dogged air 
of bravado, assumed by the young baronet at 
dinner, was stronger confirmation. Captain Spen- 
eer, less observant or less cool, drew a diflerent 



THB curate's tale. 1S9 

condnsion. He even mentioned that he had re- 
ceived letters, on his return, ordering him to 
join his ship^ which was to sail in a month for 
Malta. To thb sudden call, Mr. Edward Stanley 
imputed his air of g^vity and abstraction. Miss 
Pitman and young Kate Stanley had each her own 
theory. From Charlotte's behaviour nothing could 
be construed. She looked, and moved, and talked, 
and smiled, as gay, as polite, and as disengaged as 
ever; alive to all that was going forward, whether 
of useful, pleasant, or mirthfuL 

Sir Reginald Henning went off immediately af- 
ter the ladies had retired, without even going up 
to the drawing-room to swallow that tributary eup 
of coffee, that tax, levied by the Graces, upon the 
independent country gentlemen of England ; and, 
like other compulsory levies, often submitted to 
with considerable growling by that bold and fieee- 
bom race of men. 

** Ah, poor fellow I" said Mr. Seymour, unable 
to keep his wife's secret. '^ A fine, spirited young 
fellow, though ; Charlotte would have made a man 
of him ; we should have had him in for the county^ 
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I cannot gaeu what Charlotte is after,- 
the beat match now going in thia qnarter.*' 

When the gentlemen entered the drawing-room^ 
tiiey found the ladies all huddled togeliier about 
the one fire-place^ examining the contents of a box 
of mminoy, just arrired from London, while Char- 
lotte aat by the ftr-oflP firesidey with her god- 
daughter on her knee. The child had been indis- 
posed all day. Among Charlotte's other aecom- 
plishmentSy she was, it has been said, an admirable 
storyteller. Her memory was amply stored, from 
the rhyming jii^le that charmed little Didk^ to 
*< the story of Cambnscan bold«" which ouq^ired the 
elder boys of the family. But no memory, how- 
cfver richly franght, can long saitisfy the insatiahle 
demands of the mind^ either old or yonag^ in which 
the lore of the new and the marFdlous is <moe 
faaly awakened, and the invention of the Schehe- 
razade of the nursery was prompt and fertUe. Char* 
ktte, the younger, fancied she had a double claim 
on tiie time and talents of her << own godmother," 
who was telling her the eTor-delightfnl dramatic 
tale of Little Bed Riding-Hood, when Captain 
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Spencer approMhed, sat cbwn on a.atool by them, 
and began to play with his little niece. Miss 
Hope not supposing him particularly interested 
in what Red Riding-Hood said to her grand- 
mamma the wolf, stopped shorti hot was vehe- 
mently urged to proceed by her interested. little 
aaditor. 

** Yoa worry Miss Hope as eroeUy as- the wotf 
did little Red Riding-Hood. Suppose I try to teH 
you a story bow to relieve her?" 

<' A pvetty story, uncle Riehard? Bat can jrov 
tell one?" 

^ Not half so well as Miss Hope ; bat if I.miglit 
be aUowedy I woold fain try. Ask Miss Hope if I 
may venture to tell you an old story." 

<' Can you tell about ' a king and a queen^ as in 
many landa have been ;' or a great, big giant t or 
Cinderella and her little glass slipper ?" 

** Something better than aU these, my Httle niece. 
My story» '^ I dare have the presumption to tell i% 
is about a pretty little girl who lived long, long 
ago ; und her name was Charlotte." 

« O, my !— yes, tell," cried Charlotte the little. 
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<< Bat was she a pretty little girl| tliat Char- 
lotte r 

« Very pretty." 

<< And a good girl, nncle V* 

<< Very good, and sweet-temperedy and affec- 
tionate." 

<< Tell ! tell !" cried the impatient listener, dis- 
posing herself on Charlotte's knee to serious at- 
tention. 

<< Long, long ago, and longer than I dare tell," 
said Captain Spencer, gravely, and taking his 
niece's hand, '^ a pretty little girl, whose name was 
Charlotte, lived with her own good papa; and, one 
day, a yoang gentleman, to whom her papa had 
been very kind when he was a poor, forlorn, little 
middy^ came to visit him"— — • 
i << At his castle, nncle } — aod oat came a greats 
ugly g^ant, nncle ?" 

^' No, Charlotte, — only a sweet little girl came 
oat; and she crept up to the yonng gentleman, 
and he loved her very much ; and she was such an 
affectionate little girl, that she loved him very mnch 
too." 



i 
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<^ Was he » pretty gentleman^ uncle?" inquired 
little Charlotte. ' 

** Faithy I fear I cannot say much for his beau- 
ty/' said Captain Spencer^ langhing. 

<^ Was he a good gentleman, godmother ?" 

^^ O I very good, I daresay/' said Charlotte the 
elder, smiling and blnshing slightly, << though I am 
sure I don't know." 

Little Charlotte looked now extremely sensible^ 
and logically propounded, as old Martha's opinion, 
that ^< a good, little girl was far better than a 
pretty one ; and so it held of a gentleman." 

'< I am glad of old Martha's suffirage for plain gen* 
tlemen," resumed Captain Spencer ; *^ and now for 
my tale. So this pretty little girl and the young 
gentleman loved each other very much." 

** That was right to love. Mamma says that, 
uncle ; and what did he do then ?" 

'< I shall tell you. One day sweet little Char- 
lotte says archly to him, as did another little girl 
in a pretty story-book that I have read, ^ I would 
kiss auy sir, if au would ask me.' " 

The comic face and baby tones of her uncle de- 
lighted the younger Charlotte. 
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^ O my ! my 1" she agiiii cried, qiBreting her 
limbs in ecstacy ; " such a fanny storyv g^odmother." 

<< O fie, fie!" cried the elder Clmilotte^ stooping 
her blushing £ace en the little neck of her play- 
mate. << What a pert Utile daflM she mast have 
beeui that said so to the gentlemasi." 

<< Not pert,— 4 pretty little Ghariotte. TeU nn- 
de !" cried the child, as impatient as the gods of a 
noisy theatre, when the seene haa he«i poe^ioned 
a second beyond the time allowed by their sove- 
reign pleasure. 

<< And long, long afterwards^" continued Captain 
Spencer, more hastily, and kissing the little hand 
he held to eover his confasion» " the gattleraaa re^ 
tamed again." — ^* The t^ounp gentleman," eoirect- 
ed little Charlotte, and her nncle smiled at her 
qaicknessv-— <' And pretty litde Charlotte was grown 
very big now, — a Jail, beaattfiil yoimg lady." 

^ As big as that P' said little Charlotte, holding 
ont her hand 

^ As big as all that," said Ci^tain Spencer, hii 
hand hovering for a second in demonstration over 
Miss Hope's brown curls. She half rose, bnt this 
movement was stardily opposed by the indn^;ed 
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godlaugliler, w1k> insistod thai she ahoold hear 

out << nude Richard's beantiful story." 
^ Welly yoQ renonber what the little girl said ?" 
^O yesy the little girl said, ' me wtmld kiss mi,' " 

and little Chavlottey smiling and looking very know- 

ingy kissed her godmother, and hid her fiice play-' 

folly in her bosom. 

*^ So said the gentleman when he came back," 

eontinned Captain Speneer; <<and he was sadly 

aihud too,-— < me would kiss au now, if ou would let 



msr' 



** O my stars, uncle I — how funny, godmother. 
And what did big Charlotte, the beautiful young 
kMly, say then ?" 

** Miss Hope must be so good as tell you the 
rest of it. Perhaps she said, < Go about your 
business, you impudent old rogue, — do you pre- 
sume to hope that a charming, beantifiil girl like 
me, would look at a roogh, weather-beaten old 
Tmnnion such u you, forsooth V " 

<<Bad girl I muighty, wicked girl I" cried little 
Charlotte emphatically, and she looked shocked 
and indignant at the supposed rude answer. " I 

K 
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would tell my mamma, and she would whip her^ 
and make her" — and she shook her little hand. 

'< I don't think," said the elder Charlotte, smil- 
ing and blushing more deeply than before, from 
failing in an attempt to raise her eyes to meet the 
anxious gaze of the storyteller, " I don't think she 
could hare been so very ill-bred as to say all that 
to the gentleman." 

^< O no," cried the relieved little Charlotte, — 
** pretty girl would say, < you are a good, kind old 
gentleman, and I wiU kiss ou, and love au very 
much.' " 

" Was this the answer ?" cried Captain Spencer, 
half-forgetting his assumed character. '' Dear Miss 
Hope, was this that charming, beloved girl's an- 
swer ?" 

' << This becomes too absurd," said Charlotte, stiU 
smiling, but now fairly rising to go away. Captain 
Spencer caught her hand. " Durst I but hope the 

lovely girl said, * I will try' " 

'< Nay, Charlotte and you must frame the little 
girl's answer so as to please yourselves ; the dan- 
cers are up, — I am waited for, I perceive, at the 
pianoforte." 
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<^ If it were but left to that/' whispered Captain: 
Spencer, catching his little niece, and looking an- 
ntterable things at Charlotte the elder, ere he sud-^ 
denly half stifled the yoonger Charlotte with kisses. 
His suppressed raptures told Miss Hope how far 
her words might be strained, but to retract them 
at this time was impossible. 

Miss Pitman, from afar, was looking so sharply 
oTer her cards, that Kate Stanley adroitly danced 
in between her and the view she took of Charlotte 
and Captain Spencer, and kept pirouetting and 
skipping there, calling to Charlotte to give her 
music. Five minutes tired both the dancing nympit 
and the musician. They went up stairs at the 
same time. 

<< I see you look fresh from mischief, and after 
more to-night, Miss Kate Stanley," said Miss 
Hope. 

^< I saw you are fresh from mischief, and after 
more to-night. Miss Charlotte Hope," returned the 
hoyden ; *' and so did Pitman, — Captain Spencer 
kissing baby for love of nurse, — eh, cousin Char* 
lotte?" 

<< Let me assure you, Catherine^ that if you pre- 
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same to tonnent Miss Pitmaii with more of yoar 
rade jokes^ you sliall quickly be sent where better 
maaners may be taught you/* replied Charlotte^ 
in some coofinion. 

*^ I suppose nobody must torment any body in 
this honse» save yolirself, Charloltte. Yon know 
that both Ned and I hate that odious PitmaOy-^or 
your sake too> hate her,--as prying as a magpie^ as 
spit^id as a cat, and as old-fiithioned as Qoeen 
Bess ; but our malice now only goea to get her a 
good husband,, what she has been so long hnnting 
for herself|«i-and to send her from this hoase» where 
her baek^ I know, is the most admired riew of her 
pers(m." 

** You have already deeply o£Fended Mrs. Sey« 
monr by your ill-bred tricks to Miss Pitman.'* 

^* She smiles though, — Mr. Seymour laughs, and 
so do you — cUmosty cousin Charlotte," said Kate in 
a coaxing voice. 

<< I should be ashamed of myself ooidd I langk 
at rode jonts, wanton mischief^ and mlgar pvscti- 
cal jokes." 

** Or at any mischief, save of your own making," 
said the shrewd hoyden. << Don't be o&nded. 
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ClMiriotter-«A»r tbu one night I shall nerer do 
may one thing to displease 700, were it bat to pull 
the cat's tail." 

*' NajTi after this nunnte, Kate/' 

» Impossibfei Cliarlottey my honour is pieced to 
Miss Smith and Ned;— -bat I dare not let yon 
into the secret." 

** N09 Miss Hope was never yet made the confi- 
dante of a disgraoefnl secret," snid Mrs. Sejrmonr, 
who followed them up stairs, carrying her little 
daoghter. Kate ran off, and the ladies entered 
Mrs. Soymour'edvesMng-roora. 

** A compliment to my judgment, at the expense 
m£ my good^iatnre, Sophia : I mast surely be a 
Tory repelling person. I am everybody's bride- 
naid, bsit no one evvr yet told me a trae love-story, 
or diose me confidante in any fendy foolish dfair, 
whether of head or heart." 

*^ I wish, Charlotte, yon wonUI make np your 
mind to have one fond, foolish secret of Captain 
Spencer's confided to both yoiur head and heart" 

'< Bat, alas !" said Charlotte, '< he has no 

' Follies of the wise to re^eaL' '* 
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<^ A few fears of the brave thoagh, perchance," 
retamed Mrs. Seymour* << Poor Richard's insu- 
perable modesty" 

Charlotte laughed aloud with all her character- 
istic merriment, and Mrs. Seymour looked per- 
plexed at the interruption. 

" This magpie was beginning to tell me some 
wild story of * uncle Richard' when she fell asleep ; 
let me, I beg of you, Charlotte, find you here when 
J have carried her to the nurse." The lady went 
off, and on her almost immediate return found 
Charlotte in a fit of most unwonted thoughtful- 
ness. 

^< What brooding over, my dear Charlotte ? I am 
all anxiety." 

" Over the wrecks of that < insuperable modesty* 
of Captain Spencer's, which you have so often 
commemorated, Sophia. There is indeed no fiith- 
oming the cunning or art of some men* Some- 
thing as like a declaration as 'insuperable mo- 
desty' could venture has been made, yet not 
made" 

" My dearest Charlotte ! and has Richard really 
found courage ; and surely, Charlotte, my love, yon 
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who hftve 80 long known his worth ; — but I won't 
doubt. Seymour will be so happy ! My cup is 
too full ! — so many dear blessings, and this added to 
crown them all." 

** Nay, you won't weep, Sophia," whined Char- 
lotte^ laughing again^ yet in evident emotion. 
** Small danger of too much happiness in this life. If 
Captain Spencer has made love to me at all — ^for I 
could not sue for damages in any court, from all 
that has yet passed, having no witness save little 
Charlotte, — surely, of the thousand and one ways of 
telling a threadbare story, his was the most in- 
genious, odd, and — ^impudent almost : — ^to upbraid 
me with my juvenile imprudences! Sophia— con- 
ceive the indelicacy of that." 

'< Poor soul, yon know men are sometimes im- 
pudent from very bashfulness. I daresay, but for 
the sound fright Sir Reginald gave him to-day, and 
the terror of 6nding you, in spite of all my cares, 
Lady or Mrs. Something on his next return, 
Richard would not have summoned courage to have 
spoken yet. His painful, humiliating conscious- 
ness of all his deficiencies ; his years, and scars, and 
mutilated limbs" 
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<< NoMense, Sophia, wfio over thooglit of tfao 
yoM« and seara of Ihoso tkej lovo, saro to Ioto 
tbom the more for Amr yearn and acank Aftsid 
to address me ? — And his innocent baakfnlneBStoo ! 
—I eonld smile at Ihal;." 

*< Don't la0|^ at him» Charlotte — I cannot hear 
it at present. I have long ponieired the aecvst 
conflict ; and for some time seen the ^direadbnro 
■tory/ as yon call it, trembling on the very 1^ of 
the toagnoy and fronen there; and what is more^ so 
did you." 

'< I do oonfess I did at times iSuicy the monntain 
was seiaed with its throes ; but the affiur was so to- 
dions thati as I am neither of the age nor oonditioB 
to act soffe/emme, I resolved to wait with patienee 
till I saw the mouse fairly produced wkhont my 
aid." 

<< And now yon hare both seen and heard?" 
** Heard a nnrsery-tale :— no» no — ^he must speak 
out." 

Charlotte rose^ and shook out her flonnoes. 
^Nonsense! to tdl me Captain Spencer foaa to 
hail anjfthing carrying sail» unless 

' It looms like a French muB^-mv.* 
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No, BOy he moit, like the brare man be i«» say, 
< CfaarioCte Hope, or Miss Hope, or Miss Char- 
lotte Hope» will yoa be so Terjkindy graeioni, 
aad coadeBceading, as take me for year lord and 
Blaster }' What is the odious style of it, Sophia }" 

There was a gentle knodc on the door. ^ Then 
liere he eomes to say it all for himself, my Char^ 
lotte/' cried Mrs. Seymour. <* Let go my hands, 
pray ; yon oenld net soppose I was to deny my 
owB brodier the same indolgenoe I procured for a 
atraager to-day, especially as he so earnesdy im- 
plored me. I forgot to inform yon of his request ; 
hui, indeed, after whathas been said, the sooner all 
is eaid the better." 

** O, my ! my T cried Charlotte, adopting her 
little naaiesake's favourite nursery exdamatioa. 
^ I did not think liie giant would hare come to 
aaatoh me up till to-morrow morning. JDon't yen 
atir for your life. This is worse to me than all Ned 
Stanley's hebgoblias." 

^ Ay, Charlotte, your eoucage qBells at last, my 
dear," said her smOiag friend. " Let go my bands 
— -eoming, sir! You areglad to ding to me now, 
with all your boasted courage." 
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'^ Don't raunt, Sophia ; I can do all that may 
become a maid !" and Charlotte threw the protect- 
ing hands of her friend from her. '^ Bat, serioasly, 
be back in fiye minutes^ if you will go. I am, I own, 
queerishy sea-sick — a very little. And be sore, 
meanwhile, you bring Kate Stanley, and the romp- 
ing squad to order. They have some wild deyice 
afloat to-night against poor Miss Pitman." 

Mrs. Seymour's thoughts were otherwise occu- 
pied. She went to seek her husband, who was as 
much rejoiced at what probably took a small for- 
tune out of his family, as if it had brought a large 
one into it. Mr. Seymour had the true English 
way of signalizing his joy, so he wished to give a 
good dinner. It was too late for this day, but his 
complacent wife promised the next best, if not 
higher indulgence, of a comfortable, sitting, fireside, 
dining-^oom supper ; and he, on his part, promised 
to be as secret as the g^ve, and to spare Charlotte 
the tittering and whispering of the circle for at 
least that night. To-morrow the joyful ti^gs 
were to be sent abroad on all the winds of heaven, 
or rather by all the mail coaches in England, among 
Charlotte Hope's numerous friends and connexions. 
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When supper was announced, Mr. Seymour 
-went up stairs in search of Charlotte, privately to 
pay his congratulations, and to promise secrecy^ — 
** No restraint on yourself, cousin John, for my 
sake ; yon know if yon keep — ^that is supposing 
yon were able to keep, your mouth shut, your 
secret would jump out by the eyes ; if you closed 
them it would out in a fit of sneezing ; and if every 
avenue were stopped, ooze from your finger-ends. 
I shall eat my supper quite composedly^ though all 
the world knew that I was Captain Spencer's 
betrothed." 

" Ay, my saucy heroine, and is this your opinion 
of my powers of secrecy ? Have a better opinion 
of my sagacity. However, I was sure, that, with 
your sense and courage, you would have the honest 
frankness not to seem ashamed of becoming an 
honest man's wife, and I told Sophia so." 

*' You rate my courage too highly, and boast of 
it too much, cousin John. I can, for instance, be, 
as my Scotch cousins say, so eerie at times, in 
those long gloomy passages of yours— -the veriest 
coward." 
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** I hare been rery tedionf , nr/* laid Mite Pem- 
broke, pauting here, "bat poor Mrs. Seymour lias 
toI4 me all this so very often, and dwelt en it lo 
eircumBtantially." 

A loFo story, if genuine, eaa nerer be tedious, 
my dear Miss Pembroke, I repUed; besides this 
happy wooing was not long a-doing." 

** There was not a particle of prudery about 
Charlotte, sir. Pride she had in the proper degree. 
On this night the tittering of die jav^iile gneats, 
made her affect higher spirits than she probaUy 
felt, till the fiction became reality. She had, poor 
thing, attained the highest spoke of Fortnne's 
wheel, and probably, even her steady head might 
lor a few minutes &e} giddy. 

** Mr. Seymour's was a very happy sn^Mv^party 
-^-ominously happy. Mr. Edward Staal4qr was in 
wild spirits, pouring forth repartees, bon-«Mits,piuia, 
mid extemporary verses, without ii^rbgiag on 
Mr. Seymonr's^^capital stories^ and choice haattn|^ 
8ongs.w-I don't believe he has ever sang since, sir," 
said my informant, <' hnt that night he wpald not 
be restrmned." 

<< Yen get quite boisteroosly and vulgarly merry. 



TBB CI7RATE*B TALB. 157 



good MkB," said Mrs. Beymour, all serene joy 
iMTself, " and it gets late." 

** As merry, Sophia, as if tkis were a bridal ere* 
Come Brightest and Best ! Richard has ne^er heard 
US sing any of onr catches together. * Flow thou 
regal purple stream/ That won't suit yon though. 
Well, < Bright Phoebus,'.— eome Charlotte." 

<< Better fitted to your whipper«in to-morrow 
morning, than me to-^night, John,'* said Charlotte ; 
ttevertheless she joined the old chorus, and sung 
with spirit and cheerftilness, the hunting ditty to 
which the dear, jocund voice of Mr. Seymour gare 
such effect. In singing the last stanza,, she rose, 
pointed to the time*piece on the mantle-shelf, 
which now pointed to one, lighted her taper at the 
sideboard, bowed a goodnight round and round ; 
and ere Captain Spencer had reached the door to 
open it for her, <<the Phantom of delight" had 
Taniahed in soi^. He heard her voice die away 
in the distant jNtssages, still singing the hunting 
chorus. 

'< Suy, Charlotte, (or my ' Friar of orders grey,' " 
sluNited Mr. Seymour, but the ladies had now idl 
risen. 
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Mr. Sejrmour was just beg^ning to taste the 
<< sweet of the night." He knew Ned Stanley was 
staunch, and had hopes of Ci4>tain Spencer. He 
whispered his wife, ** I say, Sophia, drop Pitman 
and the rest, and bring back Charlotte and Kate, 
for one half-hour, or ten minates : — do bring them 
*— there is a good wife ; — we will make sach a snog 
thing of it among ourselves." 

** Ah^ sir/' said Miss Pembroke, '< if Mrs. Sey- 
mour had but gratified this seemingly foolish re- 
quest at which she only smiled. I have seen her 
weep this fatal observance of propriety. There was 
indeed a marked fatality, a combination of un- 
toward circumstances to produce one dreadful 
event. 

<< Charlotte, before going to her chamber, ran up 
stairs to see how her little goddaughter, after a 
feverish day, looked in her sleep ; and by this means 
met Miss Pitman in the passage, followed by 
, the whole Comus rout of girls. Miss Pitman and 
she had their chambers in the same g^ery. The 
young romps ran off with Miss Pitman's candle ; 
and Charlotte, indignant at their rudeness, gave 
the offended lady her own taper, saying she did 
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not mind light ; her fire, which Martha always had 
in excellent order, was enough for her, and she 
did not choose to trouble the servants, 

*< The disappearance of the ladies from the dining-> 
room, removed the sea] from Mr. Seymour's lips. 
** What a sidlor's wife Charlotte will make I 
cried he. '^ Fill your glass, Ned, don't mind Captain 
Spencer's odd ways ; he is on duty." 

**Tll drink the toast that I know is coming, 
were it a mile to the bottom," cried young Stan- 
ley. ** Who owes half as much to Miss Charlotte 
Hope as I do ?" 

Captain Spencer looked keenly at the young 
man. 

^* May I tell it, Mr. Seymour ?•— it does me good 
to tell it — warms and expands my heart." 

" You are a g^od-for-something lad, after all, 
Ned ; so I'll spare your blushes, and tell ' your 
tale for you, lest Richard be jealous. It is a tale 
of what ten thousand women might have been 
generous enough to wish, but what Charlotte Hope 
alone could have accomplished. You must know, 
that our excellent cousin Ned here, had, wo 
won't say how, got himself into certain scrapes at 
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Camlnridlge, whidt brmigflrt kim into utter ditgraoe 
with his unde, and, idi«t it wone, placed hiok in 
the power of his node's managing lady. Instead 
of facing the matter out, Mr. Edward chose to 
skulk. Ruin and infamy were about to orerwhelm 
him, merdy from his want of aourage and candour, 
-—for his faults were those of a boy :— -his honour, 
his future prospects, his peaoe^ all depended on 
Charlotte secretly conreying to him certain iaSd- 
ligence which she had obtained, and inducing him 
to iace his angry relatives the rery next day. She 
was then living in his uncle's family. Afiter mid- 
night her hasty letter was written ; long after mid- 
night, and just in time to save the post, she walked 
alone to the post-office of the neighbouring town, a 
distance of three miles, through a deep, dark wood, 
—and a lonely burying-ground ; and having safdy 
deposited her warning letter, flew back like a li^ 
wing. This act may seem trifling to some per^ 
sons ; a woman only — with the fears and delicacies 
of a refined woman's habits— can estimate its 
merit. I confess I think her courage was marvel* 
lous,— ^ing up to a breach was nothing^-— Char- 
lotte says her courage never failed in going ; in 
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tnrniiig she was startled hj a ligkt rising is a 
cottage wiadowy and by eyery leaf stirring in her 
path. Her bold walk saved her worshipfnl consin 
there, wh<^— * 

' A wiser and a better man* 
Arose to-morrow's morn** " 

<< My noble cousin f said Stanley, — '* I was a 
mere boy then ; I had been very foolish, and some 
fii my connexions, < more ^han kin, and less than 
kind,' wished, I believe, to drive me desperate. I 
conld not have found courage to face them, merely 
to save myself; but I was imp^ed to my uncle's 
house, to learn that no evil or alarm had overtaken 
heroic Charlotte in her homeward walk through the 
wood and across the common. There she was, look- 
ing but the fresher for the night-air : — all was ex- 
plained on her interference, and forgiven on her 
intercestton. She became surety for my future 
wisdom ; and I think even my aunt can accuse me 
of BO gross outbreak since. So thus I pledge Miss 
Charlotte Hope — Mrs. Richard Spencer, that shall 
be.-**I'li drain this bumper ware it deep as the 
crater of Vesuvius." 

The gentlemen almost immediately retired to- 
gether, and separated in the passages. 
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Captain Spencer, on his onward progress, first 
heard a tittering, and next descried Kate Stanley, 
with Miss Smith and her sister, endearonring to 
conceal themselves. They were joined hy Edward 
Stanley — ^when the whole groap advanced on tip-toe, 
to Miss Pitman's chamber door, at which they ap- 
peared to listen for a few seconds ; and then sepa- 
rating, they glided away as if to their respe^^ye 
apartments. It was evident that they were en- 
gaged in some foolish jest, of whidi Miss Pitman 
was the object. Captain Spencer, had some de- 
sign to call Mr. Stanley to him, to explain this'pan- 
tomime, but figures and lights hastily disappeared, 
as if the jesters dreaded discovery ; and placing his 
light in his own chamber, he went on to the far 
end of the corridor, to reconnoitre, and paused an 
instant by Miss Hope's door. She now occupied^ 
as he understood, the chamber which had^rst been 
his sbter's. There was a faint streak of light pro- 
ceeding from under the door, as if cast forth by 
an expiring fire. Blessing the sleeping inmate, 
and probably congratulating himself on the near 
approach of the period when he might daim the 
happy privilege of entering this chamber, he in- 



THE G17BAT£'8 TALE. l-fiS* 

volontarily touched the handle of the door^ the>la8t« 
object tooched hj the fair and taper ^ngeh of' 
Charlotte, "trhen he heard her voice, as if singiDg 
in a low veiled voice ; and in greater trepidation, 
lest his nocturnal watch should be detected, than 
if a French fleet had borne down on his single 74, 
he hastily retreated to his room. 

The tumult of his previous feelings, and the flood 
of new-bom thought, were unfavourable to sleep ; 
and as Captain Spencer had much business before 
him on the following day, he resolved to leave 
his sleepless couch, and employ himself in writing 
to his lawyer, about the simple arrangement of 
his marriage settlements. He knew that a night- 
lamp always burnt near the door of the nursery, 
one of the whims of Sophia, as he thought, but 
useful to him now, and thither he cautiously pro^ 
ceeded to light his candle. Again he involuntar* 
ily paused by ^Charlotte's door, for though three 
hours had elapsed, the same monotonous music 
was still heard within — the chorus of the hunting 
song, so lately sung by herself and Mr. Seymour, 
now warbled in a sort of broken chanty low, wild, 
querulous, and irregular. Nor though this was 
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her chamfaer door, eonld be ^ncy these the joy- 
ou8> dear, bird-like tones of Charlotte Hope's roice. 

H^ borered about the spot for a few ininutee 
and still at intenrals there came from the same point,, 
the same wild moaning strain, as if in fearful mock- 
ery of mosie^ resembling melody no more than doea 
the maniac*s yelling laugh the burst of heart-fek, 
natural merriment. His uneasiness, ridlcukmaas its 
cause seemed, became extreme. He even resoWed 
to summon his sister ;•— 4hen came the fear of Jbha 
Seymour's laugh,:-— of Charlotte's displeasure, of 
the TiolatioB of the propriety doubly incumbeiit 
on himself at this season. 

<< It was, alas ! in all probability, the only time 
in his life, in which Captain Spencer ever acted 
with indecision,'* said Miss Pembroke. *^ But the 
chain of fatality was complete in all its links. 
His neact £sncy was, that Charlotte, like himself^ 
was not yet in bed, but somehow engaged within 
her room ; and that this wild under-soug might 
be the accompaniment of her midnight labour»— 
so alas I it was." 

Captain Spencer had written his letters; two 
more hours were past, the grey winter's dawn 
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Inrdke, and a few pale, ineffectiud rajTB of light now 
straggled down the long corridor, where he once 
more assumed more anxioos watch ; for still was 
lieard that wild songi*— ever, €ver die same monoton- 
<ras hum, tfaongh^ as the daylight streagthcnedytheve 
«ame, as he fancied^ an occasional startling burst of 
stifled sound, sinking into a low, fiuat, unsteady 
moan. Then suddenly rose the wilder swell of 
shrill, (fisoordant, and almost yelling notes, thrilling 
tiirough aUhis pulses, as if his nerves were chords 
stmng to the same key,'— and he flew to his sister's 
chanber* 

^< Awake, Sophia (-<— O God ! Sophia, does Miss 
Hope never sle^ ?— -does Ofaarlctte sisg all night 
long like a maniac P" 

** Good Heavens I Richard, how yon terrify me I 
are you a maniac to pat soeh a question ? — her 
slumherB are serene as those of inftsicy.'' 

(< Come to your friend, Sophia,'' cried Richard 
Spencer, in a tone whicih made his sister tremble. 
** Gome in all haste,*' — and in less than a minute 
Mrs. Seymour and her hnsband were following ham 
to Charlotte's door. Sophia shook k, ceiled, knock- 
ed — ^hi VMn. Unheeding the voices without, the 
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low qaeralons strain was uniformly sustained ik 
tones how ill in accordance with the hounding^ and 
joyous sweep of the hunting chorus ! 

" Richard,— -John, — for Heaven's sake, force the 
door/' cried Charlotte's friend, trembling in an 
agony of apprehension, and leaning against the 
walL Captain Spencer, with desperate strong^, 
burst open the door — Mrs. Seymour rushed in — and 
the brothers stood without, gazing on each other. 
They saw Mrs. Seymour dart towards the bed, 
and then throw the window shutters wider open. 

The bed they could not see, it was placed behind 
the door, but they heard Sophia's dreadful scream, 
and rushed in together. She had fallen across the 
bed ; and on the bed, in her white night-dres»— her 
hair uncovered and dishevelled, mowing and grin- 
ning sat Charlotte Hope, one arm hugging to her 
bosom the hideous human skeleton which lay on 
her lap, the fingers of her other hand playing 
and twining through its shrunken sinews, as if she 
were touching the strings of her harp^ in symphony 
with the hunting chorus— -the '* Hark away," which 
she still shrilled forth. 

An involuntary cry of stifled, shuddering horror 
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and pity, here barst from Mr. Dodsley's yoang 
andience — ^the girls bent forward and dang to each 
otHer. 

** I will not," said the Corate, << even attempt to 
describe the misery of the lover and the friends of 
Charlotte, or the agony of the perpetrators of this 
horrible catastrophe. It is a wretched palliation to 
say that the servant in their confidence mistook 
one lady's chamber for that of another. 

** It was conjectured that the unfortunate young 
lady had been in bed^ and in almost total darkness, 
before she discovered their barbarous trick, and that 
she might have been, at first, thrown into insensi- 
bility from extreme alarm, only to awake to deeper 
horror. Of course, all was conjecture, — miserable^ 
distracting conjecture ; — but oh I the certainty of 
the mortal agony which in one hour's spaoe^ or in 
one minute's, must have passed over the mind of 
this naturally firm and courageous girl." 

The Curate, probably wishing to deepen^the im- 
pression he made, now repeated with subdued em* 
phasis — 

'<0 ! if it look on me with its deid eyes I 
If it should move its lock'd and earthy lips, 
And utterance give to the grave's hollow sounds ! 
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If it Stretch forth its cold and bony grasp* 
O ! horror, horror !" 

*< Stop, Stop, sir !*' cried Sophia, << I cannot bear 
this." 

^< Nay, I have no wish to harrow you farther^ 
my young friends. One other lesson we may 
however draw from my tale> to preserve the mind 
at aU seasons in aptitude to implore strength above 
our own — ^in perpetual readiness to— 

*< Raise its thoughti in strong and steady fervoor 
To Hinu-tiie Lord of fdl existing things, 
Who lives and is where'er existence is ;— 
Grasping its hold upon his skirted robe, 
Beneath whose mighty rule^ Angels and Spiiita^ 
Demons and nether Powers, all Hying things. 
Hosts of the earth, with the departed dead 
In their daric state of mystery, alike 
flolyectedare!— 

<< U was/* oonthmed the Carate, ^ widi kamUe 
thuikfiilaeM to Divine mercy, for her early d&- 
Kv«»iice from the mest afflicting of mortal visite- 
tions, that the Seymonn and CSaptaln Speaoer fal- 
lowed the loerpse of their beloved Charlotte to the 
grave, about tbe same day wben they might bave 
expected to attend her a bride to the altar. CSi^ 
tain Spencer, isonediataly a ft e rw rards put to sea. 
He lives, and will probably die unmarried.** 
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FASHION, 

AND PERSONAL ORNAMENTS. 

Mr. Doosley was expected to diae at Holly- 
oot one day, and had promised in tiw evening to 
exhibit the weodera of his Magic Lantern, 
for tbe aimisenieDt and instmctioii of the yonng 
drcle. On the morning of that day, Mrs. Her- 
bert received a long and elegandy periphrastical 
note from her neighbour, Mrs. Lydgate, the import 
•f which, OB interpretation into plain Englidi, was 
to o£^ a visit from €tie Misses Lydgate, to Misses 
SofAia and Fanny Herbert, as she herself was com- 
pelled to be from home for some days, and ^ Mrs. 
H^*bert,*' she wrote, ** was aware how much she, 
trembUng at every step in l&e progress of her 
daughters' edaealiiNi, dreaded for her preeiauB 
f^TfftM die coatamiaatioa de la eumne.'* By 
this piece of French dip-slop, Mrs. Herbert did 
notexBotly know wliether her eorrespondent re- 
ferred to the manners or clothes of the yonng 
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ladies; bat she politely answered the note» and 
accepted the visit in the ordinary terms. Perhaps 
she might have regretted her freedom of speech, 
had she been aware that her own shrewd Fanny 
involuntarily overheard her saying to Mbs Harding 
and Miss Ellis, '< As my house is full of young 
people, we will feel the Lydgates less plagae at 
this time, than if they came alone ; for what on 
earth is so troublesome as ill-brought^np chilch-en ;" 
and, perhaps, she might not have cared who heard 
her say so. 

Sophia was desired to prepare some pleasant 
amusement for her young guests ; but she said that 
she could imagine nothing more agreeable than 
Mr. Dodsley's promised exhibition ; and when the 
Round-Table was encircled at night, with a gar« 
land of beaming faces, it was universally declared 
that nothing could be more delightful than the pro- 
posed exhibition of female ornaments and fashions, 
and the costumes of all coimtries, ancient and 
modem. Ev«i Miss Lydgate vowed it must be 
charming, and she called the firat subject,— 

A modem BfUe,— fashionable and dashing,-, 
first in a magnificent court dress, then in a ball 
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dress at Almack's, fine and fantastic, waltzing with 
a partner equally fine and fashionable. Next in 
Hyde-park, in the carriage costume of the month, 
her admirer or attendant completely overshadowed 
by her broad^ flat bonnet, which spread oyot her 
as wide as an ordinary umbrella. 

** How elegant ! how beautiful I how perfectfy 
fashionable !" had been the frequent exclamation 
of Miss Lydgate. 

** A true lady's dimax,'' said Mr, Dodsley, laugh* 
ing; <<but here is our belle again — on the Steyne 
at Brighton, — ^in a walking-dress^ short, very full 
flounced skirts, — pinched-in waist ; and that enor- 
mous bonnet — all blonde^ and ribbon, flowers, and 
trimmings. What can possess an Englishwoman 
to wear those deformities, those caps to catch wind, 
at least out of doors in our climate. The poor 
lady's person looks like a mushroom stem, her bon-*' 
net the broad top." 

<^ Perfectly stylish I" was still the exclamation 
of Miss Lydgate* ^* I am certain this lady has her 
things from Madame Friponiere." — ^^ Then those 
boucles ^AngoulemCf give such 9t^'aunty, finished 
air to the whole figure ;" and Miss Emma uncon- 
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scioualf lifted h^ hand, till it hovered over hw 
own hage bowi of hur. George Herbert wiidied 
to the Irish youth, Fanny knghed, and Sophia 
fi^woed at their ill^breeding. 

^ And those sweet sleeves, and les mamcherans. 
There is the gigot that wen so beaotiftt], now Vim- 
beeile is newest. Then the crimson «or«a^, and — 
tfiat love of a hat*- what do you think, Sophia ?** 
The young lady meanwhile repemsed BUss Jane 
Harding's dress, which was of new and nndoahted 
orthodox, London West-end fiishion. That conld 
not be gainsaid, or Miss Lydgate was very willing 
to doubt. 

^ I -camMt admire I'tmbecile in any thing," said 
So^a, lai^hing ; '<not even in sleeves— 4it least 
not yet. I think the dress yon now look at^-my 
aunt Jane's— •perfectly elegant :— her dress is so at 
all times. It always becomes the wearer so well— 
looks so handsome and substantial, as well as 
fiMhionable ; and always fits her so admbrabiy weU, 
while it never has any thing staring or particdar 
about it." 

^* If I may b iiia »D yon, Sophia, I hit the exact 
happy medium in dress and fashion. I most, how- 
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erer^ remember, ia my hamility, that yon are but a 
yoimg and raitie admirer, and bare, I fear, as yet 
mcnna of taste, naiTorsal, elemental taste, than of 
limited, arlntrary, fashionable taste. I mnst try 
you. Do yoB like even my enormous hat ?•— my 
late Parisian gift, wliich I wore last night to as- 
tonish and amnse Miss Ellis.'* 

** Miss Ellis waa much amused with it ; and I— ] 
fear I began to think it was pretty ; — so eKedofiotV,— • 
and a lady looks, as Emma says^ so jaunty^ and 
graeeftd, or rather so French-like under thoso 
broad-leaved hats ; then the materials are so gay 
and delicate, and it looks so light; and these flow- 
ing>. long, rich stringy :«<-besides, it reminds one of 
the broad foliage we see in prints, decorating and 
screening the heads of the females in tropical conn- 
triesy — ^those beautiful, far-spreading leaves of 
palms or palmettos." 

<< I fear, Sophia, with all your soesy and poetical 
analogies, yon are as much under the despotism of 
the Proteus Duhion as your neighbours," said her 
aunt. 

<< Right, that Sophia and all young and old la- 
dies should give to Fashion what from them is 
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Fashion's dae/' sud Mrs. Herbert ; ** and I own 
I shall be glad to learn where she thinks lawful, 
graoefttl sabjection to the Mode ends, and where 
slavery oommenoes. Remember, Sophia, that there 
is no tyranny in England, — Fashion can levy no 
tribate, but with the English girl's free consent." 

" How beantifol yon thought my crimsoa and 
gold turban, Sophia," said her aunt. 

** That turban whidi I would have had you wear 
all day, and every day," returned Sophia,-^^'' which 
I was so proud to wear for ten minutes, while you 
were dressing; and which I mounted a chair to 
declaim a speech in to grandmamma^ — ^to be sure 
I was a great fool : — ^but that turban — then — ^the 
single jewel in front, as if holding the folds to- 
gether, — ^was the most grand, oriental, and picture- 
esqne-looking head-dress that could be imagined. 
I shall ever admire a real turban.'' 

" When it is in fashion, you mean." 

<< No, at all times,' — ^provided it be area/ turban, 
not an inverted mouse-trap of stiff muslin or g^uze.'* 

<^ If well put on too," said Miss Harding, — 
<< suiting the style of the wearers beauty or ugli- 
ness,— low on the brow^ resting on rich, braided, 
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dark locks, above a dark eye, deep set or full, and 
a rich olive complexion ; no roses and lilies, nor 
fair, drooping ringlets under the gorgeous head- 
dress of man in the East. But over and above all 
let turbans be fashionable, — or to the lumber-garret 
with them." 

*^Nay, still leave them to the painters^ Miss 
Harding,'* said the Curate. 

** O, surely I — and French tocques for us. Miss 
Lydgate." 

^< Ha 1 very handsome !" cried Miss Lydgate, 
looking earnestly at the next figure, which was 
adorned with a toeqae of true Parisian involution : 
— «nd then there was exhibited a variety of those 
high, fantastic-looking caps, which, in this conn- 
^y^ go by the generic name of French caps, — aU 
tuUe and blonde^ bows vadi flowers. 

*^ The exact pattern of mamma's last London 
cap," cried Miss Lydgate ; ^< very handsome in- 
deed/' 

<' Oh! those odious high caps," cried Sophia; 
*^ I thought them so ugly when I saw them first, — 
and those wings they have got now, out at the 
sides like a dragon-fly in flight I It is so provok- 
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ing liow laBte dides round. I reaUy don't thiidi 
them half m ugly as I did; and I Hear I would 
think fiat ci^ps so odd this year».«oii all save Miss 
Ellis:— I neiTer saw her aller the style of her dress, 
and I never thought her unfashi<»aMe, or odd^-^ 
no, always propriety in her dress, and often de- 
gance." 

<< Then which of all our modem belles do you 
admire the most, ladies ?" inquired Mr. Doddey. 
<< And, gentlemen, which do you ?" 

<< O, the first, by all mean8>" was the general 
cry. ^< That dashing woman of faahi<m.*' 

<< She was quite as decided, if not so pronounced 
a fashionable, and more of a beauty, about twenty 
years ago, my dears. — That is the celebrated Lady 

Anne ; twenty years ago she waa this slight^ 

lovely, fair girl of seventeen." 

'< Such a dowdy fright !'• cried Miss Lydgate. 
<' Goodness I could ever those short waists, — ^no 
waists — no shape at all^ have been fashionable !— 
and a white frock — a shroud rather^ pinned tight 
round the figure,-»no flounce or trimming, or full- 
ness ! — a back the size of sixpence, and sleeves so 
tight. Just look at the fright, Miss Sophia. That 
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cliip hat, the size of a pincashion, with flat ftaSs of 
Klac ribbon/' Sophia looked and could not approve. 
The face, she said, was lovely ; bat the dress so 
pinched and awkward, — and the small bonnet, — 
and no freedom, no drapery. 

** Ah I Sophia,— fashion, fiishion !" said her aunt, 
smiling and shaking her head. ^< Those light yet 
Inxnriant cnrls of fair hair, yon most allow^ are 
gpracefnl, though not like the hard, massy bows of 
this day." 

** Nor yet like the long, fair drooping ringlets of 
this day," retorted Sophia. 

<' So becoming to a youthftil, blooming, fiur 
beauty," said Mrs. Herbert; ** bnt long, silky 
ringlets shading a faded cheek,-«-4ilas ! — yes. Miss. 
Lydgate, they order these things better in France^ 
There is an age in England as well as in France, 
at which ladies woold do well to roll up theii; 
tresses into those hard bnt dignified * boucles d^Anr 
gouUmef whatever fashion may dictate. Bat let 
me have a peep of the belle of twenty years back. 
I am unwilling to think so disparagingly of my 
own youthful costume." 
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** My veritable self/' continued tbe lady, laugh- 
ing, as she looked at . the figure, — <' in my very 
pride of days — ^the dress my sister Clements and 
myself wore on the excursion to Windsor, Jane 
told you about, before either of us were married ; 
very fine we thought ourselves, to be sure — and so 
I hope did you, brother Clements, for you were of 
the party, — ^look at your wife, sir." 

'* How excessively absurd that figure appears 
now — ^that dress I mean," said Mr. Clements ; ^' yet 
then." — " Ay, then," rejoined the lady, " that was 
called a curricle robe and petticoat ; there was no 
trimming, but I know well there was much work 
about it, for many a weary stitch it cost me. Those 
little things of chip were called Vittaria hats, or 
some such name, as we say a Ramillies wig, or a 
Steenkirk cravat. I believe we must have worn 
kid boots and gloves of a colour to match our rib- 
bons and scarfs ; some ladies wore feathers, I dare- 
say, — ^veils were then less in use. So you don't like 
the fashion of. the beginning of this century, 
Sophia ?" 

<<A veil would have g^ven some folds — some 
^ relief," said Sophia, evading the question, and nn- 
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williog to own herself the slave of changing fash- 
ion. 

'< Of all pieces of female dress, the veilf and next 
in order, the shawl, mantle, or scarf, are the most 
graceful,*' said Mr. Dodsley ; << in one mode or other 
the most universal too. The rudest feelings of na- 
ture, stem necessity, dictate chthes, — gowns and 
petticoats of skins, or of the coarsest stnfFs ; but the 
first advances in civilization, the first labours of 
Minerva, invested the female form with the modest 
and gp*acefnl drapery of the veil, a sure symbol of 
progressive delicacy and refinement. 

** My exhibition is rich in veils,*' he continued ; ^* I 
don't however. Miss Jane, mean exactly the gauze 
curtains whicH you ladies hang round your bonnets, 
useful as these may be, but the real, flowing, grace- 
ful veil, falling in folds from the head, even into a 
royal train — as here." The picture exhibited was 
Mary Queen of Scots, leading out to her execution, 
— an ample black veil falling round her person. 

^'Bnt I like the feminine veil in all forms, 
whether worn by princess or peasant maid," con- 
tinned the Curate. ** This picture representib a 
Highland girl in her < tartan screen,' plaid, or veil, « 
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worn modestly over her head, and falling in front 
in fnll folds, almost to her feet." Sophia named 
this figore Jeanie Deans. 

There were next seen in succession a Hebrew 
and Turkish female, veiled; a Carmelite nnn; a 
Hindoo g^rl in a spangled veil. Then the ^ high- 
browed dama** of Spain, who wears the jnanHila of 
ber country no less frequently than does the pea- 
sant maid. Then appeared Italian ladies, their 
simple head-dress abroad in the summer-evening 
promenade,- a muslin veil thrown over their hair. 

^* These are Ctenoese females of the present day. 
How much more elegit is this cheap, simple gar- 
niture, than, for instance, those odious hats, or 
caps of Berne, which were, however,* truly Parisian 
fifty years ago." 

** A caricature of the most ugly of exploded 
French fashions/' said Miss Harding, looking at 
the Bemoise female. 

<< Shew us more veils, if you have them, pray, 
sir," said Sophia. ** You see how impudent ladies 
become when examining finery." 

<' Here is the Greek veil, — ^theveil of the Roman 
lady. I will shew yon that of the Jewish lady 
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when we come to examine the toilets of the ele^ 
ffantes of the ancient world. I have only hitherto 
shewed yon the veil as part of national garb, not as 
an article of fashionable dress. Then you must 
liaTe the bride's veil, the most becoming of her 
ornaments ; and a most beantifnl scene, ' The taking 
<^theTi»l."* 

Miss Lydgate yawned aloud. "I am afraid, 
sir," said Mrs. Herbert, *^yon are reviewing dress 
as a philosopher, and Sophia listening as a toauld^te 
poet and artist. Now, we, the rest of your audience, 
whether young or old English ladies, or incipient 
dandies, have other thoughts. Mine, for instance, 
though I widi my daughters to dress well, and con- 
sequently to understand dress, are, that this same 
dothing or fcuhiony besides being considered for 
its own dear sake, must be seriously thought about, 
as what devours, in middle life, a full fourth, or 
even third of our entire incomes — a very serious 
matter. * The judicious few,' in which number I 
place all your audience, ur, know that dress and 
fashion are certain fluctuating somethings, that 
mftst be attended to in this British w(H*ld, with 
prudence and honesty, with propriety also, and 
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good taste, which, I daresay, in all cases of fashion, 
may be called a finer sense of propriety. Honest 
people will not dress beyond their means ; those who 
have a correct sense of propriety wiU, as it were 
instinctivelyi suit their appearance to their age, 
figure, rank, and locality. Good taste is shewn 
in being really well, and also fashionably dressed — 
neither leading the bold van, nor yet, equally vain, 
bat more undecided, or more fearful of ridicule, 
lagging in the rear of the disappearing Fashion ; 
ever panting after her in vain ; entering by one of 
her stage doors, while she whisks out at the other 
side ; taking up with the tawdry counterfeit she has 
left behind, to cheat the vulgar, while she deftly 
changes her garb ; — ^tardily pursuing her, and find- 
ing ourselves again thrown out, ^s the changeful 
goddess bursts forth in a quite new form. — ^But 
-sights are better than sounds. Sights, then, if you 
please, sir I" 

" I am rather thrown out too," said the showman. 
*^ I meant to have shewn off Mrs. Herbert's con- 
temporary of twenty years ago. Bean Brummel, 
with no more plaits or folds in his coat than were 
in her curricle robe. Here, however, in the mean- 
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"whiie^ is a figure, a picture of quiet, neutral tints, 
tbat must ever please some of yon." 

Miss Lydgate^ expecting perhaps to see some 
wondrous beHe, drew back from the view in cold 
surprise and disdain, but said nothing. 

<< A Quaker lady ! our Miss Ellis !*' cried Sophia. 
<< O ! thank you, sir ! — Look, aunt Jane ! The 
smooth, fair brow, and the little gleam of bright, 
braided hair seen under that dear, dose cap ; and 
the short, dear apron, and the lawn kerchief cross- 
ed under that silver-g^ey, tight-fitting, silk gown, 
open in front, and shewing a little the clear muslin 
petticoat, with its narrow, nicely-plaited frill* 
Look at her, mamma ! Look at her George !" — and 
every one looked at ''dear," << pure," Miss Ellis, 
though not with the eyes of Sophia ; who, when 
she got back the picture, exclaimed, <' Why do I 
never think her unfashionable ? Is it because her 
* eyes are so smiling and dove-like ? — or is it because 
I love her so dearly ?" 

'< Not quite so," said Mrs. Herbert. << You love 
Miss Ellis, doubtless ; but you also think her^ if 
not fiashionably, at least very welU^yerj praperfy 
dressed.*' 



184 NIGHTS OF THE BOUND-TABC«B. 

<< O, mMnma !*' 

<< Trath, notwithstanding your deprecating looks, 
Sophia. Why should it be otherwise ? you nerer 
saw her, save in this plain garb — ^the most elegant 
a Quaker lady can wear ; besides, it reminds yoa of 
Holbein's pictures, or of those of some of the Flem- 
ish masters. You like this plain garb, as you do 
the robes of a judge, the eoif of an ancient vHlage 
gammer, or the restments of a bishop, whom you 
would be shocked to see attired like a modem, fine 
gentleman." x 

<< Old Eldon, a sweU of the first head in Bond 
Street," said young Consadine, aside to his com- 
panions. ** Or In the Park, eh ? with Hoby's and 
quiaiing-glass." 

**My mother does not understand siang" said 
George Herbert, coldly. 

** Then, mamma, I find there are two wajrs of 
judging of dress and fashions," resumed Sophia. 

^' Hundreds of ways, Sophia ; there are two by 
which you already judge ; but we interrupt the ex- 
hibition." 

<< Before we proceed farther in our illustrations, 
young ladies and gentlemen," said the Curate, ** it 
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may be proper to point out the origin of fashiong 
in dress and ornament, independently of that copi- 
OI18 soaroe, the temptations of tailors and milliners^ 
and the flatteries of courtiers and abigails. Most 
of oor really ogly, fantastic fashions, owe their in* 
▼ention to the personal deformity of some great 
man or woman. 

** See here ! yon hare all heard of paiehing — some 
of yon have read the papers in the Spectator ri« 
cUcoling this absnrd fashion. This lady was a 
foreigner — a Frenchwoman there is little doubt-— 
who lived in England in the reign of Edward the 
yi. She first used one patch, there it is — ^it covers 
a wen on her neok^ and the fashion spread, till in 
the reign of Queen Anne patches became badges 
of party, as well as embellishments of complexion. 
In like manner, full-bottomed periwigs were in- 
vented to conceal the high shoulder of a French 
Prince. You must all have read or heard of that 
most inconvenient, as well as most fantastic of all 
fisshions, shoes With long points,— -even two feet 
long, and fastened with chains to the knee, to en- 
able the wearer to shuffle along. Look here I this 
represents the inventor, Henry Plantagenet, Duke 
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of Anjou, who contrived this shoe to cover an ex- 
crescence on bis own foot. The foot of the Chinese 
beauty, squeezed from infancy till it resemble the 
foot of a goat, may be more painful to look at, 
but is not more absurd than the peaked shoes of 
the age of the Plantagenets. In connexion with 
these same Plantagenets, I may give you another 
illustration of the power of fashion. Eleanor, the 
Queen of Louis the VII., had a true woman's eye 
for fashion ; when that monarch was commanded, 
as a penance, to shave his beard and hair, — those 
most magnificent points in fashion's code, as nothing 
else pertaining to the human form^ save teeth and 
nails, can either be cherished to unnatural growth 
or yet conveniently mutilated, — when the poor 
King cropped his hair, (which by the way became 
very fashionable among us about thirty years ago,) 
Eleanor despised and ridiculed him. She was di- 
vorced, and married Henry II. The dowry was 
the rich provinces of Poitou and Guienne, — ^ and 
this,' says a curious author, ^ was the origin of 
the wars which ravaged France for three hundred 
years, and cost the French three millions of men ; 
all which might never have occurred, had Louis 
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VII. not been so rash as to crop his head and 
shave his beard, by which he became disgustful in 
the eyes of our Queen Eleanor.' Other fashions, 
which though not always either modest or de- 
licate, have generally been elegant and becoming, 
have been introduced to shew off peculiar beauties 
of person in men and women. Thus, fine skins or 
complexions give us uncovered bosoms ; beautiful 
hair, some new arrangement of tresses ; or well- 
tamed ancles, very short petticoats; and thus, ugly, 
absurd fashions are introduced by deformed and 
canning, but powerful persons, — elegant and inde- 
corous ones, by persons of distinguished beauty. 
And so fashions run and rage, — and plain or clumsy 
women think that by adopting them — ^by uncover- 
ing the sallow neck, or displaying the sandy locks, 
they shall become lovely and attractive. Lord 
Byron, for example, had a throat of fine contour ; 
— in very questionable taste for an English gen- 
tleman, he chose to exhibit it bare^ though only 
abroad I believe. Here is * the Childe,' as he is 
affectedly termed : — ^how noble is the outline of his 
bead ! — ^how finely the cheek is rounded off into 
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that beaatifol chin, resting on his hand I — and here, 
forsooth, his fashion-stmck imitator !" 

The young gentleman who had eagerly gazed 
on the effigy of Byron, exclaimed in contempt and 
indignation, — '^ A puppy of a Sunday apprentice, 
exposing his lank^ neck, indeed." 

^ Yes,'' said the Curate, ** the youth is impelled 
by the irresistible impulse of fashion. And yet 
* young Edwin was no Yulgar boy ;* if he had, he 
would have selected his model from the boards or 
boxes of the Haymarket or Surrey Theatres, or 
from Hyde-park, instead of imitating Byron." 

** And that is Byron I" said Miss Lydgate. 
" Mamma saw him at a rout ; the company thought 
he would never come, but he came at last. That 
dress might do for an exhibition picture, or a fancy- 
ball, but not for anobleman, when even every gentle- 
man wears a starched cravat or a black stock ; a 
very high starched shirt-collar^ and deep wristbands. 
Mamma has had all William's altered ; they only 
came to the knuckles, and he says no gentleman, 
at Eton, can wear such narrow, awkward things." 

^* And I have worn them the breadth of a nar« 
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row tape, frilled to the knuckles/' said the Carate. 
** And starch, that mysterious xnucilage of Fashion ! 
What a history has it had since its introduction 
into England, when ladies were taught to starch, 
and to make the starch, by foreigners ; as the harp 
and guitar are taught now by signiors and signoras ; 
and at as dear, or indeed a much dearer rate* Why, 
that history might make a volame, from the yellow 
gtarch of poisoning Mrs. Turner, down to the great- 
est discovery of this age, * the starched neckcloth' 
of Beau Brummel." 

** The rnB$ and hoop farthingales of the old 

times — surely modem fashion never equalled them 

in absurdity ?— those sti£^ high stays which made a 

lady look like a hog in armour ; my umbreUa-bon- 

net never can vie in absurdity with these," said 

Miss Harding, as the Curate displayed the stays and 

ruff of a beauty of the days of Elizabeth and her 

successor. *^ Then what, madam, think you of that 

most deforming of all fashions to a fine figure, that 

bunch on the back which you wear, introduced, no 

doubt, by some ill-made, cunning Frenchwoman. 

The saddki do yon call it, or what ? which English- 
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men have ridicaled in vain ; and ridicule will be 
vain, BO long as ladies admire the deformity among 
themselves. Conceive a sculptured female form, 
with that stuffing, — what would you suppose she 
had got on her hack? — what would you make 
of it ?" 

<< Pray, my good sir,*no patronizing of sculpture 
drapery* Have you forgot our late classic rage, — 
our a la Grecque and a la Circassienne, and every 
thing hut English, the semi-naked costume, worse 
than the most exposed busts of Lely or Vandyke. 
That, however, did not — could not — last long, nor 
spread far in England,*' continued Mrs. Herbert. 
<< And long may the Gothic hoop of our grand- 
mothers protect us from the scanty drapery which 
France and Italy, for a few mad years, sent us 
over as classic. But your pictures will be more 
welcome than my disquisitions." 

A Turkish lady and an Effendi ; a Polish and 
Hungarian lady; a captive Circassian ; an Albanian; 
a girl of Finland, and one of the Society Islands 
gracefully crowned with a coronet of natural 
flowers^ were represented in succession. All the 
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figures were striking-— most of them attractive in 
their respective dresses and ornaments. The boys 
were much delighted with these pictures. 

'< How provoking, that in England we should 
have nothing we can call a national costume/' said 
Miss Harding, — '^ not even our peasantry ; all 
change, change! and generally all ugly. Now, every 
national costume looks well ; whether from asso-* 
ciation or intrinsic beauty I cannot say. I imagine 
the latter, as no people of any refinement, or with 
taste for the arts, could settle down into a stiff, 
ungpraceful, inconvenient garb." 

** My dear young lady, you forget that English 
people must spend so much a-year in clothes and 
fashions, whether they can afford it or not ; that 
not one of us will speak to another, not even to 
our dearest friends, if in a shabby or in an old- 
cut coat ; and that, if we don't actually spend as 
much on dress as we pretend, we must at least try 
to make our neighbours believe we- do ; and so 
we are content to continue clumsy imitators of 
the French, to re-act their fashions, catch our 
own from them again as novel, and to remain, in 
dress, not English people, but mere English 
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gentlemen and ladies of the year or month that u 
passing. 

<' I am sorry I cannot illustrate all the ehanges 
even masculine garbs have undergone among us 
within the last forty years. The figures would be 
innumerable. To cut the old school altogether, we 
shall begin with Charles Fox, a Macaroni, as the 
dandy of sixty years ago was called, in red«heded 
shoes." 

The statesman and orator was duly inspected by 
the spectators. 

" Now^ see here, a first-rate buck of 1780^ or 
thereabouts, in a pea^green coat." 

<< Litde Capriole, I declare, to the life !" cried 
Miss Emma Lydgate. ** See, Fanny, our village 
dancing-master.'* 

" Something like, save the colours ; Mr. Ca- 
priole wears a black coat." 

Rusty, you mean,*' retorted the young lady. 
No/* returned Fanny, ^< I mean what I say-— 
blacky** and her mother was pleased with her 
spirit. 

*^ I have a description, ready made, of this budk, 
who flourished long before the late, grand era. of 
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boots, whetber Hussars^ Hessians, Hoby's, or Wel- 
lington's, and was v^ fashionable, notwithstandifig. 

<< There he stands * in a coat of light green, with 
sleeyes too small for the arms, and bottoms too big 
for the sleeyes ; a pair of Manchester iitie staff 
breeches, without money in the pockets ; doaded 
silk stockings, bat no legs ; a club of hair behind, 
larger than the head that carries it; a hat of the 
size of sixpence on a block not worth a farthing/ " 

^' What a start Beam Brummel gires yim, Miss 
Lydgate ! and what a leap that truly great genias, 
tlie abdicated monarch of Fashion, took beyond 
onr little pea-green back of 1780.'' 

'< Ay, indeed, he looks sonething like a gentle- 
man ^-— his starched neckckith so exqiiisitely tied ; 
his head fixed or taming so ;.aind his coat— not a 
crease in it — ^fits him as tight as if he were cat oat 
of cork, as onr William says. Another and an- 
other! sach elegant-lcN>king yoang me»— Bram- 
rael improTed ; and those misstaehes^^-and. their 
long, gilt spars I" 

«< Very knowing-leokii^ chaps these,*' said Mr. 
Frank Consadine, whose wfaiskera were already 

N 
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budding. '^ I know yoa hate switch-tailed dress- 
coats, Miss Sophia ; but don't yoa think those em- 
broidered military-like surtouts handsome ?" 

'< They are all so stiff/' said Sophia ; " one would 
think that, besides the neckcloth, the entire gentle- 
man was dipped in starch from top to toe." 

Mr. Dodsley shifted his figure — " O, monstrons ! 
what have we here, sir ?" cried Miss Lydgate, who, 
the boys thought, used her privilege of being the 
stranger, to see every thing first, with mor^ rea- 
diness than politeness. — ^^^ One of the handsomest 
couples of their time, — persons of high rank and 
high fashion ; Jack Campbell, afterwards Duke of 
Argyle, in the full uniform of a colonel ; and his 
lady, the beautiful Duchess of Hamilton, in a conrt- 
dress of George the Second*s age. She was one 
of the celebrated beauties, the Irish Gunnings." 

The ladies all insisted on a peep of Jack Camp- 
bell and his beautiful << Gunning." — *'*' Rather bet- 
ter than their paltry successors of 1780, however," 
said Miss Harding. 

^< Yes, Jane, the moss and ivy of antiquity be- 
gin to throw an ornamental veil around them," 
said Mrs. Herbert; ^< otherwise our beau and belle 
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of 1780 are, elementally, quite as well dressed as 
those of 1745, or the macaroni of 1765." 

<< I wish there was any veil thrown over that bit of 
a three-cornered hat, or chapeau de bras" cried So- 
phia, ** it is so unlike the gentleman who bears it." 
** And the lady's hoop, and powder, and high- 
heeled shoes and buckles ; and such sleeves !-«- 
goodness! — ^how ugly!" 

** Don't be rash about the sleeves, Miss Lyd- 
gate," whispered Miss Harding, laughingly, *' they 
are quite in vogue, or will be this spring, by the 
name of the SorUag or Fanny Kemble sleeve^ I 
forget which. It is not the first time a fair actress 
has stood godmother to a favourite fiuhion." 

^^ Those the Sontag^ !-^mamma had a letter a- 
bout them. Well, they don't look so ill ; but the 
apron, — ^the lappets, — the bits of gloves I" 

<< All indispensable in court-dress, yon know» 
But exit the beautiful Gunning. I see she won't 
please you. Miss Lydgate. Here is another beau- 
tifnl, witty, and celebrated woman of that age, or 
a little earlier, though she lingered on to it. How 
like you her ?" 

'< A little better,-— she is plainer, — not quite so 
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faotastic as yoor fineDucbess, — more Holbera*like/' 
said Sophia. 

<^ Yet diis lady was prodigiously ridiculed for 
that ¥ery dress- It was the fashion of her youths 
and she chose to aUde by it^ and earvy it into the 
Fashionable world, after it wa& forty years past 
date. The ancient beauty and the ancient dress^ 
were of course laughed at ; and they deserved it-^ 
at least the W/omaa— >tbe innocent dresa is even 
pretty. This was the Duchess of Qneensberry--.^ 
* Prior's. Kitty/ — Gay's patroness. You know who 
this eccentric bnt reaUy benevolent woman was, 
Sophia ; and you nay tearn by her how fooli3h it is 
to brave Fashion, at least in her own resorts.; and 
also bow little there really is to choose between a 
most fashionable and unfashionable dress, in a very 
few years or months after both are exploded. Now, 
Miss Xiydgate, I owe you amends for so many in- 
actions of the old costume,-!-see here/' 

^ An officer of the Guards, in full regimentals ; 
a hussar o£loer> mounted; a^ lanoei*! so fore^- 
loo]dng,<*— so heave I with those thick, dark musta- 
ches" 

" Which he very probably bought in yonder per* 
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foaiery shfup in- tke cKstanoe," said €l«off]g;e Her- 
bert. 

** Let me iee a kmcer/ cried Cfaafies — ** And 
let me 8ee"-^<< And me «ee;" and cariosity seem- 
ed to overpower good-breeding. 

^ I think Jack Campbell looked as bfave as 
that ngly fellow, though he had no beard/' eried 
CSiarleSb ^ And so do I/' said Normaa Gordon-^ 
** And more like an English or Scottish gende- 
man too. — ** O, not half w fascinating," said Miss 
Lydgate. 

** I do feitf I like this new military dras better/' 
said Sophia relacCantly. — ** Not altogether the 
beard though — ^with Qneen Eleanor's pardon/' 

** Goodness, Sophia, I have told yon twenty times 
the mustache is not a beard," cried Miss Lydgate; 
and as Mr. Dodsley perceived that the '< hairy ex- 
crement" on which fashion has ever displayed so 
many of her wildest freaks, was to become the sub- 
ject of warm contention for some time, he turned 
aside to converse with the elder ladies. 

** If starch get one volume in your Annals of 
Fashion, Mr. Dodsley,.»though I think you might 
include buckram and whalebone, as an appendix,—- 
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beards will reqaire two/* said Mrs. Herbert, smil- 
ing, — '^ so momentoas and monstrous have been 
tbe revolutions they have undergone ; but as we 
need not spur on these youths * to hunt for hairs 
out of season/ as some body wittily says/' and she 
nodded towards Mr. Frank Gonsadine, who was 
now deep in tbe mystery of the lancer's mus- 
taches — << I hope you will shew us your personal 
ornaments." 

The mustache controversy remained undecided. 
The young ladies tired of it, and begged Mr. Doda- 
ley to continue his exhibition. << I fear/' said he, 
<< we have little time to bestow on the ornaments of 
antiquity ; yet personal ornaments have ever been 
so much coveted that we cannot wholly pass them 
over. This was considered a favourite and splen- 
did one. Regard my Hebrew belle, I pray you/' 
and he shewed the picture. << O hideous T' ex- 
claimed the girls — << a nose-ring hanging down so 
far,' — ^uglier than a turkey cock's pendant, — ^nose- 
jewels I what an odious, abominable fashion." 

<< Here is a Jew lady who tops the mode/' said 
the exhibitor. << You perceive she has both nostrils 
bored — rings in each. I will not shock yon with 
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the slit earsy lips, and noses, and ornaments of fish 
hones worn by some savage tribes." 

** There never was so ngly a fashion as nose- 
rings/' exclaimed Miss Lydgate. 

" They are to be sure not quite so manageable, 
and more in the way than ear-rings, otherwise I 
can see little to choose between them," said the 
carate. 

** Boring any part of the human body, to insert or- 
naments, or squeezing or scarifying its surface like 
the tatooers of the South Sea Islands, comes to much 
the same thing in my opinion ; such practices never 
could have arisen among a refined people. Semi-bar- 
barous tribes, and the lowest class among civilized 
nations, are ever the most addicted to ill-imagined 
personal ornament, as distinguished from elegance 
or neatness in dress. Filth and sparkling bits of 
c(^oured glass, dirty naked extremities, and gold 
or silver ornaments always go together. I will 
shew you barbaric ornament at its height. See here 
Judith in the tent of Holofernes — a beautiful spe- 
cimen of the Jewish dame of high fashion, tricked 
out to allure and captivate. Etty and other pain- 
ters have had the good sense to omit many of the 
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Hebrew ]ady's oraaments, and especially the nose- 
ring, which modem tute could not stand ; — but thus 
probably appeared the real Judith ^*-what a inch 
profusion of ornament !-^The long necklace of 
pearls, with gdid beads, coral, and gems intermix- 
ed — the jewelled nose^rings tinkling and glancing^ 
— ^the bracelets, and their dasps, quite in our own 
modem fiwhion, but far more costly, — the armlets and 
those little festoons of pearls and precious stones, 
hanging from them like a fringe,«-^he ankle-bells, — 
the strings of pearl and gold, wreathed in snowy folds 
aboFe her feet, and her embroidered sandals; — 
all her omaments valued the more for their tink- 
ling and glancing ; her feet ringing chimes, as she 
strode stately on ; her upper robe of rich purple 
flowing in a sweeping train behind and around 
her ! The Hebrew woman's veil you have already 
seen; it was ample, and could be removed, or 
thrown over her person at pleasure; but in the 
head-dress of Judith you may perceive a dose 
resemblance to thi^t of Mary Stuart, Queen of 
the Scots; a bandeau, studded witli gems and 
pearls, confines the veil, and encirdes the fore- 
head to the temples. From each end hangs. 
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yoQ see, those strings of pearly which were 
sometimes fixed under the chin ; these ornaments 
are as graceful as ear-pendants, and not half 
8o barharoQs, Her fingers are, you see, oovered 
^th rich rings ; and her girdle, which b above 
tbree yards long, is one blaze of embroidery and 
jewellery. This is her purse, also very richly de* 
€9orated ; what yoa modem ladies now call your tv- 

The figure of Judith was greatly admired, for the 
elegance and richness of the ornaments. *' The cos- 
tume does look splendid," said Mr. Dodsley. *' But 
would an Englishwoman endure it, with all its draw- 
backs ? It is greatly doubted whether the Jew lady 
knew of any comb save her own, or her maid's 
fingers ; night-shifts, night-caps, dean linen, shoes 
and stockings, were all out of the question ; comfort, 
cleanliness, air, the jewelled dame never dreamed 
of. Though she had her perfumes, and her mirror^ 
the jewelled nose-ring did not imply the more use- 
ful pocket-handkerchief. But we must leave the 
toilet of the Hebrew lady, and the yet more ela- 
borate and refined one of the Roman eleganU. 
They are merely subjects of antiquarian research 
and of literary curiosity. It is enough for us 
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that hvman vanities and haman necessities are the 
same in all ages, and that comfort and elegance in 
clothing, and personal cleanliness seem to be valued 
exactly in proportion as the taste for gaudy orna- 
ment declines. No Englishman of rank at the pre- 
sent day wears any personal ornament, when he 
can help it, save those which denote his honours ; 
even ladies of high rank appear to reg^ard their 
diamonds rather as badges of their station, which 
at stated times they must assume, than as de- 
corative. ^ Rich and rare,* — ^but as few as possi- 
ble, is their ordinary taste ; and the money once 
locked up in trinkets and ornaments, is now be- 
stowed, on objects of art, on books, pictures, and 
sculpture. It is probable that this taste will increase 
among us ; and that shirt-pins, and bunches of 
seals, may soon share the fate of diamond shoe- 
buekles, and tawdry gold-lace/' 

*^ But I am sorry, sir, to see you packing ap^your 
show^box," said Sophia, '< as I am certain you have 
many more costumes to exhibit." 

^< That can be done again, my dear ; but even the 
few specimens you have seen may guard yon a- 
gainst a Cockney feeling on the subject of dress. A 
London Cockney, or Parisian Baudad, believes, as 
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firmly as his creed, that no one can be well-dressed 

oat of his own street or ward ; and Cockneyism in 

substance, if not in name, is by no means confined 

to these classes. This navrow-i^inded, exdnsive 

feeling, the true offspring of ignorance and conceit, 

is o£ as sure and rt^id growth in the breast of an 

elegante of Almack*s, or a lounger in Bond Street, 

as in that of the small haberdasher whose shop is 

under the very shadowof Bow Bells; in the- rank and 

the locality of the Cockney lie all the difFerenee, for 

the feeling is precisely the same, whether the per« 

sons despised be French, Italians, or only inhab« 

itants of Brentford; or whether the towns be 

Rochester or Naples." 

Mr. Dodsley apologized for his long homily on 
dress, which he said he feared would share the fate 
of most other sernwns. Mrs. Herbert hoped bet- 
ter. She trusted his young audience would study 
the boundaries which prudence and propriety set 
to fashion ; the true value of dress, as estimated by 
good sense and good taste, and the exact degree of 
observance which fashion enjoins on those who 
would hit that happy medium which lies between 
its equally ridiculous extremes. 
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HIGH LIFE, 

CONTINUATION OP " WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL.'* 

Aptbr leeing Windsor Cattle, and the Kii^fr* 
•aid Miss Harding, I looked forward with delight 
tio my Tisit to Aulmerie P&ris, and my noble yoni^ 
iiame*niother. But varions caoses, and, I believe, 
the management of my modier, prerented this 
grand visit till I had almost completed my fif- 
teenth year. In the intenral, a Tory considerable 
alteration had taken place both in my character and 
person. Two of my sitters had married, and my 
younger sisters were often with them, companions 
or nurses. I was thus left mnch alone with my 
mother, her companion, and nurse, and assistant in 
l^o||ekeeping. She interested herself much in my 
^Mjiies ; and watching my tendencies, gently ap- 
plyed those restraints and correctives which my 
pride and self-will required. 
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"Wlien I was about to step into the chaise> which 

inras to bear me to Anluierle Park, she said, while 

she embraoed iBie> *^ You have already, Jane, seen 

Tiitaoos hamUelife; and yoa bare been bred in the 

boftoaa of that safe and happy aalddle state, where 

the Tirtnes are best nursed, and find, Uieir trve 

asyliun ; yoo are now to see High Life^ and partiei- 

pale in its most enried piteasures. When yon r»* 

tarn, yon will tell me which state you prefer/* 

Though perfectly happy and contented with my 
own condition, there could, I then fanded* be litllft 
qmstion about which condition was to be preferred 
where a choice was permitted. 

I fonnd my young, noble name-mother much 
changed from the time of our first and only inter- 
view fi^e years before. > She was no longer the 
£iir, sylph-like creature of my recoUections»-*-of 
frank, cordial, simple, and rather awkward though 
spirited manners. Lady Jiane was now very tali 
and hage for her years, with the decided air of 
high*blood and^ high-breeding, — ^too much, however, 
in the sense these phrases might have been iq^ed 
to some fine specimen in her father's stud. Her 
coinptexioB was more brilliant than ever, her head 
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well tarned, finely set on her shoolders, and proud- 
ly carried. There was an evident consciousness of 
her high strain ; but it did not seem assumption so 
much as the spontaneous dictate of nature ; yet the 
impression which I received from her person, bear-' 
mg, and air, were so much those that might have 
been conveyed by some noble animal, that I quar- 
relled with my own sensations, as injurious and de- 
rogatory to my noble friend. 

My reception was gracious, or my own enthusi- 
asm supplied all deficiency of cordiality. 

The Lady Jane and myself had both been 8poiled> 
but in very different ways. I had been the dar* 
ling younger child, the pet plaything, in a large 
family of well-educated persons, full of knowledge, 
and possessing a generous and high-minded tone 
of thinking and judging. My friends belonged in 
some degree to the aristocracy of intellect, and of 
enlarged benevolence ; and I, like Lady Jane, was 
proud of my caste. I had been spoiled by an excess 
of tenderness, of care, and sympathy, in all my 
feelings and pursuits, and I required to be sent 
abroad to learn a true judgment of life, and self- 
reliance. My noble godmother had been as deeply 
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and more fatally tainted. Lady Jane had never 
been the object of any enlightened a£Pection save 
to her father, whom in childhood she very rarely 
saw. The blind, doating kindness of her grand* 
mother, and the animal fondness of her nurse, do 
not deserve the name. Constituted as society is in 
England, — ^the school-room, the play-ground> the 
race- course, the ring, and even worse scenes, sup- 
ply correctives to the self-will and arrogance of 
the male portion of our young nobility ; but the 
evils which beset an only child and high-born 
heiress, had, from her cradle^ met no countervail- 
ing influence in the education of Lady Jane. From 
her birth she had been surrounded by low inter- 
ested flatterers, corrupted by power prematurely 
enjoyed, and fostered in self-will, till the slightest 
symptoms of opposition or dissent, however polite 
and guarded, were viewed not merely with indig- 
nation but astonishment. As an illustration of her 
training, I may mention that some years previous 
to my visit, Jane had been initiated into the de- 
lights of power, by constant solicitation of her pat- 
ronage ; and at twelve years old, had actually pro- 
mised away church-livings, leases, farms, groom- 
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sbipsy &c. &c. to be bestowed on tbe relatives of her 
different nnraes, attendants, and favonrites. Those 
expectations were repaid by flattery, and improper 
and forbidden indalgeneies ; and when the Lady 
Jane was removed to the hense of her father, by 
secret oonnirance in evading or ooiuteracting his 
plans for kb daughter. Her ignorance, he tmsted, 
he might remove, her pride he hoped to make his 
instrument in her improvement ; but her ungovern- 
able self-wiiledness, and those bursts of imperious 
passion, submitted to by her obsequious slaves, 
who, when not. the immediate victims, affected to 
consider such storms as proe& of high native spirit, 
in&Uible signs of the ** born lady," required other 
remedies,*-^ freer mixture with equal society, 
and tbe example of dignified feminine manners. 
Some of these advantages he proposed to himself, in 
inviting a number of young persons to his house, 
doing me, from respect to my mother's tuition, the 
honour to inclnde me in this drcle. 

Among the juvenile guests were the daughters 
of the neighbouring Rector, who, by the mother's 
side at least, had jM^tensions to birth ; a young, 
gendeman from Cambridge, the son of the tutor of 
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the Marquis ; and that gentlemmi's pupil, a youBg 
Mr. Pendarves. The latter youth was considered 
the most important personage among the guests, fiir 
it was imagined, whispered, and understood, that he 
was to be the future husband of the heiress. He 
was, himself, the heir of immense wealth, and pos« 
sessed every advantage of eharacter and person 
that could be wished for in a son-h^-law. The 
match, arranged in the servants' hall many years 
before, was now freely talked of in dressing-rooms 
and closets; and though ctisdained by the pride of 
Lady Jane, was nevertheless interesting to her 
vanity. Some of her contemptuous speeches had 
been repeated to the youth, who, with greater 
knowledge of life, and a more enlarged understand- 
11^, had much of her own spirit, and it thenceforth 
appeared to be his study to pique mid mortify his 
destined bride, as much by slighting herself as by 
paying homage and attention to those about her. It 
wae my mbfortune to be one of the instruments 
of Peadarves* pleasure in mortifying or taming the 
pride of Lady Jane. 

It is more surprising than of rare occurrence, 
that though early very sensible of the inequality of 
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condttions, among inch persons as Eknma Roberts, 
Jane Ford, and myself, I iiad never once adTerted 
to the far greater difference between my own rank 
and :t]iat of Jane Anlmerle, till I found my own 
childish-airs of patronage re-acted on me, and in a. 
meaner strain. I managed the self-love of mypro^. 
Ugicy or strove to do so, I wished to be felt only 
as.the noble, generons .friend, imparting knowledge, 
fuid bestowing happiness on my inferi&rsw Of that 
happiness I was indeed to be sole judge ; and I was 
to be loved, as well as admired by those I patronis- 
ed. My generosity . was sufficiently vitiated, but 
that of Lady Jane was wholly: spurious. Her de* 
pendents-rrlbr friends, she neither admitted nor 
wished to.obtain-T-we»e to have no separate exist- 
ence, and no will. save hers,-r-to live but i^ the re- 
flection of her greatness, .and be fed by the crumbs 
which fell from her table, My self-love, my feel- 
ipgs were of no account with her, nor had she the 
faintest perception of any difference which edu- 
cation and refinement had created between me 
and the meanest creature honoured with her pass- 
ing notice. My first reiiisal to be overwhelmed, 
confounded, and mortified by her exclusive posses- 
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sions and advantages, excited, I doubt not, sincere as- 
tonisbment in my young patroness, at tbe impertin- 
ence of my ignorance and indifference. Our first 
differences arose from this failure of admiration, le- 
vied compulsorily ; for as a> voluntary contribution 
it was at this- time freely pud. 

We had each acquired a fashion of our own, in 
valaing and admiring the many beautiful objects 
of nature, and the productions of art around us, in 
the mansion and the grounds. I had now seen 
many-fine houses, gardens, and galleries ; and though 
gratitude and affection disposed me to admire those 
of Aulmerle, I could neither undervalue others nor 
flatter these. I. besides loved many things despised 
by Jane, for what I> felt^to be their intrinsic beau- 
ty» or for some recolliection of my childhood, or 
charm associated with, were it but a weed or wild^^ 
flower, — something in romantic tradition, or popu- 
lar poetry, which enshrined* it in my memory and 
my heart* I even thought the lion in his native 
forests, the wild, shaggy, untamed monarch of the 
desert, a nobler object than when blazoned on the 
arms of Aulmerle. This was a weakness which 
Jane, forced to believe, could only despise. 
I knew a good deal^ for. my standing, of all the 
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heroes and heroines of history and romaaGe, from 
the Cmsades downwards ; bat of the family history 
of the Aolmerles I was singularly ignorant, to be 
their agent's daaghten Very few of the line were 
indeed mentioned^ even in oonnty records, from 
the time of Sir Reginald coming over with the 
Conqueror, till the £unily had been ennobled by 
Charles the Second. In this branch of knowledge 
Jane far surpassed me. Among the first lessons of 
her childhood was heraldry, studied at the feet of 
her grandmother. There, also, she had been taught 
** little Latin and less logic" by the chaplain ; yet, I 
imagine, it would hare cost her some trouble to give 
any cogent reason for her firm belief in the here- 
ditary and indefeasible right of the sole daughter 
of the House of Aulmerle, to knowledge, talent, 
and personal accomplishment, rising in due, that is 
to say, in infinite gradation above what might be 
attained by the daughter of the agent of that g^eat 
House, by the most earefal instruction and diligent 
study. Yet my superiority, in many frivolous 
points, was too evident to be habitually discredited. 
By irritating her temper to a kind of scornful en- 
vy, it excited her ambition. 

The arrival of so many young persons, all pos- 
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sessed of aoooxnplishmeniB, and distinguished by 
good manners, threw h» mind into a state of fer- 
mentation ; and her jac^^ent suddenly became too 
ripe to submit to the soporific inflnence of the loll- 
ing fantasies sugpg^ested by her flatterers. She was 
now willing to part with her ignorance, if that 
could be eauly done, bat not to abate her << grace- 
ful pride/' — ^her *^ noble spirit." 

Liady Jane derived from nature little of that sen* 
ftibility and ddicacy of oiganiaation which is sup- 
posed to give a taste for the fine arts ; but she had 
good ordinary parts, and the strong, active ambi- 
tion which fosters perseverance. I felt real plea^ 
sure in smoothing her path, a generous satisfaction 
in promoting improvement so gratifying to her fa- 
ther, — ^her father, the companion, in childhood, of 
mine, — the friend of my whole fiimily^ — who had 
been so kind to all my brothers, and to the hus- 
bands of my sisters, — who was so kind, so paternally 
g^racious to myself. I could have laid down my 
life to make his daughter worthy of him, and the 
noble creature which I believed nature had intend- 
ed her to be. 

Our visiters deyu^ted. There is, daring youth. 
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a charm in companiolishw,. and in social study of 
the lighter kind, which softens the most callous, 
and warms the coldeif nature. We became better 
friends now. My assidnous lessons, reg^ded, in 
appearance, while spectators were around us, as 
crude hints, or officious interferences, were more 
graciously received. They were always profited 
by ; and if, at former seasons, I had striven to be 
contented, I was now delighted. Mademoiselle, 
who had, of late years^ held a sinecure office, so far 
as the mental cultivation of her pupil was concern- 
ed, congratulated herself on improvement agree- 
ably manifested to her by the praises of the Marquis, 
the present of a diamond ring, and also by die 
gentler manners of her scholar ; and she demanded 
no more than she felt her due^ in claiming to have 
suggested the happy idea of a fellow-student. 

When the period of my visit drew to a close, 
the Marquis, meaning, I believe, to promote my 
happiness, wrote to my mother, notifying my pro- 
tracted absence, satisfied that I must be delighted 
to remain in his splendid mansion, the companion 
of his daughter, and the sharer of all her pleasures. 
Great people, though often discontented with their 
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own Btate, can never be brought to comprehend 
how small ones should not be grateful and over- 
joyed to participate in the exterior advantages of 
their condition, no matter at what expense of for- 
tane, or sacrifice of time^ comfort, and interest. It 
is a pity there are not more small people with suf- 
ficient spirit and true dignity of mind to set them 
right on this point. Gould this really kind, great 
lord have known how cheerful, free, social, and im- 
proving was that small home which << Little Jane" 
had,'iar off in the pent-up heart of London, he would 
have formed a truer estimate of human felicity, at 
least of what constituted her happiness, and have 
let her escape from high life to happy life. How 
did my idea»change in that brief six weeks ! What 
a commentary was the character and conduct of the 
Lady Jane and her courtiers on my mother's pre- 
cepts! 

Our duets and figure dances, now that we were 
left alone, produced, I have said, greater intimacy 
between my young patroness and myself. If she 
did not confide in me, she was too young, and too 
proudly indifferent to my opinion, or affected to 
be so, to disg^se her genuine character and 
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incUnatioHs^om me. I saw Tirtues as well as 
fattlliSy or d^ositioM that if duly ouldraAed miglit 
beeoma virlaes; and my aeal for her honovFy aad 
ardeot deaire to see the being I still admired, the 
noUe creature forwhidi I imagined wrtnre intend- 
ed her, «ince by fortune she had been so high- 
ly distingnished, made me, fra^i hints and cautions, 
rise into passionate entreaties and expostulations, 
dictated by mingled affection and entbnBiasm. 
From smiling at my earnestness, her yantty flat- 
tered by perceiving herself the object of so warm 
and engrossing a sentiment, Lady Jane became 
impatient of my remonstrances ; and one day told 
me in a tone which for ever silenced my en- 
treaties, ** That she conid spare adrice wludi 
neither became my age nor our reiative s^bnations." 
I had never presumed to advise,-^-! had only en- 
treated her to remember her duty, to oonsolt 
her true dignity, and obey tiie injunctions of her 
father. In my presence, as if maidng me witness 
or guarantee of the engageqifsiit, he had requested, 
find commanded that his dkughter should cease to 
hold the daily, familiar, gossipping intercourse with 
a woman who had been her attendant in childhood. 
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Mrluch he justly oomidered degradiiM\ if not per- 
nicious at her now advanced age. Tm person held 
an influence orer the mind of her ladyship, or oyer 
her fadbits, which could not be called the power of 
a strong mtad over a feeble one. It was the not 
leas freqaent iaflaeaoe of a mean, suf^le, and fawn- 
ing character, in^a j|ienial condition, over an arro«- 
gant, haughty superior, intolerant of independence 
of flentiment, and Tinning subserrienoe above in* 
tegrity and nigged honest seal. It was at the 
auggestion of my mother, on certain information 
derived from the housekeeper, that Mrs. Martha 
had been removed from Lady Jane's antechamber 
to the laundry ; and it was quite in accordance with 
Martha's habits of judging and acting, to direct <m 
me a portion of the ill-will she felt towards my 
mother, as the instrument of what she considered 
her exile and degradation. When I not only de- 
clined to accompany Lady Jane on her clandestine 
visits to her old attendant, hot entreated her to for- 
bear this direct violi^ion o£ her father's orders, Mrs. 
Martha became my cpiffirmed enemy, and, as I was 
told^ vowed to drive me in dii^race from the 
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house. ^' Diiye me from the house she may,'* I 
proudly replied to my malicious informant ; ** but 
in disgrace, never^^^that must be my own act." 

At home I had been a liTely, social, chattering 
girL Now, in High Life, my best pleasure, my 
4»nly solace, was to steal a¥ray after our daily tasks, 
and while Lady Jane unbent from her pride in 
the vulgar joys of the laundry saturnalia, and Made- 
moiselle tried new head-dresses and attitudes, or 
resigned herself to her chaise hngue, and the black 
vapours, — to niche myself in a doset, opening on the 
back-stairs, where the housemaid kept her brooms 
and dust-pans, there to devour all manner of 
books, apart from the petty molestations to which 
my social studies were liable. 

In my crypt I had but one rule ; it was suggested 
by affection* I selected all books the titles of which 
I had ever heard named by my brothers, sisters, 
or father ; this was recommendation enough. Some 
one, I believe Johnson, sajrs^ it is with books as 
with certain natnrad productions, from which vigor- 
ous digestive powers will derive wholesome nutri- 
ment, while in weaker constitutions they turn to 
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mortal poison. I trust my mental idiosyneragy is 
cshiefly extractiTe of good, for I swallowed in fear- 
ful quantity. 

Even after I failed in influencing the opinions of 
Lady Jane, I still endeavoured to rouse her pride 
against associations so degrading to herself — so 
positively prohibited by her father. I heard Ma- 
demoiselle repeatedly expostidate with her pupil 
on the same subject, and threaten to acquaint the 
Marquis with this forbidden intercourse ; but Lady 
Jane only contemned her the more for the impotent 
threat, which she well knew the poor dependent 
foreigner had not firmness to execute. ^^ You 
wish to keep your lucrative appointments in this 
family, I believe, Mademoiselle," was the sneering 
answer of the pupil, conveying in its tone a deter- 
mined threat. I was superior to selfish fears ; and 
it is probable that threats to me would rather have 
urged than checked my youthful spirit ; but I dis- 
dained to act as an informer. 

Accident produced the discovery. I was one 
evening, as usual, in my sanctuary of brooms, when 
the Marquis^ with Mr. Pendarves, the young gen- 
tleman I before mentioned, chanced to descend the 
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back stairs, which led from the library to the 
grounds by a private way. A glimpse was caught 
of a white frock in an awkward situation, and I 
rose from my clandestine studies, trembling and 
blushing as if caught in some dire ofFence. The 
Marquis looked somewhat sternly at me, and took 
up the large volume which I laid down. 

^< History of music — Bumey — I admire your 
subject more than your place of study, Miss Jane," 
and his features relaxed into good humour. '< What 
brought you to this odd corner?'* The house* 
maid, whose abstraction of a broom had left the 
door a-jar, and led to the discovery of my little 
person, vehemently protested her own innocence. 
^ She had nothing to say to the young ladies of the 
family, — ^upon her troth she had enough to do in 
minding her own work without gossipping with 
ladies." I took all blame on myself for violating 
the sanctuary of brooms and mops. 

** Poor little Cinderella," said the good-natured 
nobleman, — << and has she no retreat in this house 
save this dust-hole, to pursue her studies; — ^bnt 
where is L^y Jane ? I know Mademoiselle al- 
lows the black vapours to exhale in a gentle nap 
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about this hoar, bat where is her pupil ? — Jane is 
surely awake ?" I made no reply. ** Come, we 
will visit Jane, and carry Dr. Barney to a station 
more worthy of him." I hang baek, and the Mar- 
quis took my arm as if to lead me on. <^ I will 
not, I assure yoa, Miss Jane, redely break on the 
alumbers of Mademoiselle," said he laaghing ; ** but 
I wish to see my daughter, — where is she ?" — I 
still made no answer. — << I guess how I am to 
eonstme this silence," said he in an altered voice, 
and he left me, and went directly to his daughter's 
chamber, the frequent rendezvous of Lady Jane 
and her fsvourites, though found empty at this 
time. He sdhrched the school-room, as our parlour 
was called, the library, and the billiard-room, and 
proceeded to the housekeeper's room, — and by the 
matron who presided there, was directed, in her 
indignation at the low-lived propensities of her 
haughty young lady, to the launcky. There, in 
fact, sat the high-born, haughty Lady Jane, on an 
elevated table, in the fall indulgence of mirth, and 
unbridled career of gossip, which were her indem- 
nification for hours of stndy and unsocial state. 
Though passion and resentment instantly cloud 
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ed her brows, she had not yet learned .to brave her 
father to his face. Casting a rapid glance of anger 
at her associateSi he commanded her to follow him, 
and she obeyed like a fascinated bird* 

Meanwhile I thoaght it an office of good-nature 
to arouse Mademoiselle, to meet the storm. She 
excUimed, screamed, stamped, smelt to her salts, 
deluged us both with eau de Cologne^ and would 
undoubtedly have taken hysterics, had time been 
permitted for this feminine indulgence. But the 
Marquis's bell drove o£F the coming fit, and we 
both obeyed his summons to the library, that star- 
chamber of great houses, where summary justice 
is executed on offending young ladies. Though 
somewhat alarmed, I had sufficient presence of 
mind to adjust the wig, or << hair head-dress,'* and 
kerchief of poor Mademoiselle, else there might have 
been such a deplorable violation of bienseance as 
she certainly could not have survived. Her ^< good 
French heart" never forgot my good English sense 
at this juncture. 

Lady Jane^ recovered from the shame and first 
flutter of detection, now stood in the library a sul- 
len, haughty culprit, her brows lowering defiance. 
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Ii was iirat put to the bar, my case was short, and 

my sentence was contrived, not very wisely, to 

form a part of the Lady Jane's punishment. << Since 

tbe laundry and scullery were not favourite haunts 

of mine, I was told to transfer myself and my 

books to the little yellow dressing-room near my 

ebamber, where a fire was to be kept for me, and 

which I was to consider as my own inviolate apart- 

ment/' I curtsied, and would have moved off, but 

was desired to remain. Mademoiselle had mean* 

while entered on a voluble vindication of herself, 

at the expense of pupil, nurse, grandmamma, and 

tbe whole system of domestic life and education in 

England. She was politely entreated to be silent 

lor one moment, 

« I ask you. Miss Jane Harding," said his lord- 
ship, ** in presence of this lady to whom I have in- 
trusted the education of my daughter, if she is ac«- 
qnainted, or can have had any suspicion of Lady 
Jane's daily visits to the female servants of the es- 
tablishment ?" 

^ My lord," Irepjied, ** the Lady Jane, or Ma- 
demoiselle herself, may best answer that question," 
Lady Jane made a disdainful gesture. 
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'< Mon Diea !" exclaimed the governess, sinking 
back in ber cbair, lifting her hands, and throwing 
np her open palms as if deprecating the being feft to 
the generoMty or mercy of her papil. 

^ Will yon speak. Lady Jane Anlmerle? Has 
this lady been merely remiss in her duties, or has 
she connived at yonr disobedience and improprie-t 
ties ?" But the Lady Jane would not speak. 

'< O! Mon Dieo V again exdaimed the governess, 
turning supplicating and tearful eyes on her pu« 
pil. 

*< Answer roe !" said the father, in a tone which 
made the proud girl quail for an instent ; but all her 
evil passions were inflamed, and she replied, " I 
cannot, my lord, pretend to say what Mademoiselle 
knows, or thinks about in her ideep." 

The insolent malignity of this speech roused 
every generous feeling of my nature. I started up 
by an involuntary impulse; then retreated, abashed, 
and hesitating to wound the feelings of the fath^, 
by exposing the meanness of his ungenerous child. 
My movement was observed, and I was com- 
manded to speak ; << The truth was on your lips, 
Jane," said he^ — ** give it way. I shall be your 
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protestor,— did troth ever need protection." I then 
SKid that I had repeatedly heard Mademoiselle en^ 
treat her ladyship to refrain from those forhidden 
and improper indalgences. I did not add that my 
own enti^eaties had been joined to hws. Indeed 
the ungvnaroya conduct of the noMe pnpil to hot 
poor, feeUe*minded goremess, excited my indigna- 
tion raoeh more forcibly than her behairioarto my- 
self. The Marqais said a few gracious words to 
me, which stung his own proud daughter to the 
heart, and dismissed us together, retaining the go* 
yemess for a private conversation, — and probably a 

r 

leetnre. Lady Jane brushed past me on the stairs 
like a tragedy Qaeen quitting the scene in rage; 
and my fint. half'-honr in my pretty yellow room 
was passed in tears. Mademoiselle then burst upon 
me, with a storm of kisses, praises, and promises ; 
hogging me to her bosom, calling me her good 
asgd, abusing her pupil in bo measured twms, and 
kunentiBg afresh her misery in being doomed to re- 
mm in England. 

Next morning we found that an entire revolo* 
tion had been ^eeted in the offices ; the dismission 
eoctended to every individoal, male and female, con* 

p 
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neeted with the establishment, who was even sus- 
pected of abetting the malpractices of the heiress. 

The only words that Lady Jane addressed to me 
in the coarse of this or the next day were, ** Yob 
may cong^tolate yourself, Miss Jane Harding, on 
the rain of so many poor persons ; — ^pray how soon 
are the vacancies yonr arts have made in this hoose 
to be filled ap by yonr own creatures, and your 
mother's dependents ?*' 

<< My mother's dependents! — ^my arts! — ^yoa 
wrong me, Lady Jane ; but yonr secret thoughts do 
me justice even now.*' 

'< I believe they do," said she coldly ; and the en- 
igma was partly explained when the Marquis sent 
for me to the housekeeper's room to inquire aboot 
my friend, Jane Ford, whom the housekeeper had 
mentioned as a suitable young person to supply 
the place of the attendant who had waited on Lady 
Jane. I was delighted at the prospect opening to 
my early friend and protegee, and said for her all I 
could, and considering my limited experience of life 
and of character, far more than I ought. I thought 
of nothing bat emancipating Jane from the confine- 
ment, late hours, and drudgery of her present call- 
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in^ ; and I knew tbat though a superBilious, un« 
generous companion and friend to those with whom 
she associated^ holding the shew of equality without 
the feeling of it, the Lady Jane was not Ul-na- 
tared to her subroissive thralls. 

** Yon are a warm friend, Jane," said the Mar* 
quisy — ** if yonr encomiam is but half desenred I 
flliall think myself fortunate in securing the atten- 
dance of this young person for my daughter. That 
she has been so much in your family, and under 
the eye of your mother, is to me a sure guarantee 
of her worth ; nor do I think her acquirements a» 
* objectioB, but the reverse : — ^the personal attendants 
of ladies of high rank, before commerce had revol- 
utionised EiUglish society, were often women of 
family as well as of education. Things were bet- 
ter ordered then. We are too little attentive to 
the education of our domestics. There is a certain 
atmosphere of knowledge and elegance, whidt 
should be difEiosed even in the nursery." 

My mother was immediately written to ; but she 
started many unforeseen objections to our plan, 
insisting chiefly on the nearness of age between 
the mistress and the maid, where both were still 
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ao yoangy and ^n the total inexperience of tke lat- 
ter* This was a recorom^mdation to tbo Marqus, 
who hs^ imbibed a rooted dislike to the olever, 
rctgoJarly^gradttated Abigatt of fiuhioaaUe life. 

I therefore expected Jane» and conned the oonii*^ 
sels and warainga which my snpesioi wisdam was 
to affisrdy as gaides to her ignoranoe and ineacpeBi* 
aace. On the day she was to amve> Liady JMm 
met me with sparkling eyea and. inflamed ohedn* 
Her, resentmeata warn kept dive by her diamissii 
ed fiitvoiiritesy with whom she still contriTed to have 
daily aeceet eommunioation» aoonsed and esraited 
by being the head of a party »-«^-a fisctimi, apposed^ 
as siia fiuiaied^ to the hoosdceeper, the governess^ 
myaalf, and oar tool the Macqoas ; and.Ae was alsa 
animated by a kind of spurious generosity in bdialf 
of her snffering vassals. 

** So yoa and yoor mother have sueceeded^ Miss 
Harding, in placing yonr creatucs, year spy, ahont 
me ; — ^know that if I be Jane Ajdmerie, ye shall 
repent it^-Ay» bitteriy." I was not perimtted laine 
to vindicate myself, or to state thaltmf mother had 
strengly dis^proved of Jane Fmrd for her Lady- 
ship's attendant. 
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Into the boiotti of tfaat early friend, I poared 
foith, with girlbh, lieadloiig impnlse my snppreM- 
ed feeliogv. She was that very day from Loadoiii 
from 'iny home, the bearer of kind lefetert and nam- 
ertHU messages to me, the sharer of my childish 
sports and thoughts, my feUow-ardiitecty pr my 
kod-^tumf in baiUtng my first cashes in the a^* 
jdtaiidst the yehemenee of my own feeling, I could 
not help noting the . cool, self-possessed serenity 
wUh whioh Jane listened to me. ** I must make 
the best of my humble lot," she said at }a»t* ** Un- 
like haj^ier yon, it is notgiren me to choose,-— and 
I know that yon, my best friend, would net wish 
to injure me with my future lady and mistress, 
who may he so «sef nl to me." I warmly protested 
DOty and at once acqmesced in the propriety of Jane 
aetang eoldly towards me in pdbltc, while secret 
affection was to indemnify us both for apparent in- 
differenoe. Jane asked me many questions con- 
cerning not only the members of the household, 
but the giMsts and head servants^ and I skeCdied 
the character of each to the best of my skill. 

With such consummate address did Jane Ford 
conduct heivelf, that in a few days her young mis- 
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tress scarcely concealed the fancied triumph ob- 
tained oyer her father in turning his own engine 
agunst himself. This was in reality the triumph 
of Jane Fmrd. That ingratiating stranger laid 
herself outy from the hour of her arriraly to make 
friends on every side ; and as she was aware of the 
danger of conniving at Lady Jane's open and bold 
improprieties, she undertook the task of supplyiilj^ 
in her own person all former .favourites and min- 
isters. In this she succeeded as by miracle. In- 
stead of village scandal, the Lady Jane was now 
entertained with more piquant anecdotes of the 
fashionable world of London, in which she was so 
soon to figure; lovers took the place of ponies and 
donkeys; andthe most refined adulatiouyand vigilant 
observance, of the coarse fondness, and stolen sweet* 
meats of nurse Martha. Strict, devoted attentiDn to 
her lady, and even to her menial duties, did not pre- 
vent Jane from conciliating the regard of all around 
her. Humble, assiduous, observant, from the scul- 
lion-wench to the Marquis she made her way, and 
found favour, by gifts, fiatteries, attentions, and an 
unrelaxing vigilance in adapting herself to the vari- 
ous tastes and ruling passions of those she practised 
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on : — ^these tastes and passions she discerned with 
admirable sagacity. No Jesuit, whose passions 
are pat to sleep, and his will annihilated in devoted 
pursnance of some grand object of hia order^ who 
from infancy has been trained into an intellectual 
machine, to co-operate in certain purposes, could 
have exercised greater self-command, than at this 
time did this young girl ; for she too had her ob- 
ject, distant, difficult, but worthy of the devotion 
of half a life : — it was to give splendour and dis- 
tinction to the remainder of existence. 

The Marquis, after a few days, made me happy 
by sayingy that Jane Ford was quite the sort of 
young person he liked to see about his daughter. 
He expected griseUe smartness, and found gentle^ 
and even polished manners ; a deportment modest 
an^racefal, united with the utmost respectfulness. 
I echoed as warmly as my age permitted the 
praises of my protegSe* Her pale cheek faintly 
flushed, and her deep eye sparkled when I repeated 
this praise ; but this natural emotion was stifled by 
many humble and deprecatory speeches, expressive 
of gratitude to myself as the source of this favour- 
able opinion^ which I believed quite sincere, yet 
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felt, I knew not how, to be mean, I could not 
hit on another word than mean. 

I had been Btrack on her arrival with the change 
and improvement visible in the person and manners 
of Jane. Her dress, her close, plain coif, and al- 
most antiquated habit^ had a certun adaptation to 
the serious cast of her features, and to her slight, 
delicate figure, which produced more e£Fect than 
the most fashionable a^e of a smart Abigail. She 
looked like a lady in a masquerade habit, — one of 
Holbein's young beauties walking out of the frame. 
It was not by open struggle and bold rivalship 
that Jane was to make her way in life, but by 
striking out a quite new path. She could not be 
splendid and dashing, but she might be oriffinaly 
insinuating, ingratiating. It was not till long af- 
terwards that I learned the source to which ^ne 
was indebted for her remarkable personal improve- 
ment. In the routine of her business, she had 
been fnqnently seen by a gentleman who had as- 
suided the management of one of the minor th% 
atres f^ancHvho was himself a clever general per- 
former* Her good education, if I dare so call her 
slender accomplishments, but, above all,, her gen- 
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teel figure, and flexibility of yoioe and featoreB> re- 
eommended her to this gentleman as a pupil ; and 
lie soon either discovered or imagined theatrical 
talents of the highest order in the demure, little 
mantaa-maker, who had come with gowns and tur- 
bans to his haughty heroines. To the interests of 
his theatre was now added pride in the talents he 
had discovered and cuitiyated ; and Jane might, in 
all probability, have appeared on the boards under 
some fine fictitious name and character, as the or- 
phan daughter of an officer fdlen in the battles of 
his country, generously sacrificing herself for her 
fiunily, &C. &e. had she not been invited to Aul«i 
merle Park. This her theatrical friend deemed a 
fortunate circumstance, as the Marquis, though 
quieter of late in his habits of life, was known to 
have been an enthusiastic admirer and patron o£ 
the drama ; and the new Star might emei^ from 
the hemisphere of Aulmerle Park with greater ef- 
fect and brilliancy, draw more wondering eyes, 
and, what is more to the purpose, relax more purse- 
atrings, than if rising from the green-room of his 
litde theatre. 
Ab if by accident, and in ridicule of Mademoi- 



234 NIGHTS OF THE RQITND-TABLE. 

selle, Jane Ford gave us one evening a specimen 
of her dramatic talent, with which the Lady Jane, 
whose tastes were undergoing a rapid change^ was 
evidently struck. She had seen few plays per- 
formed, but had heard a great deal of the private 
theatricals at a g^eat house in our neighbourhood, 
at which the Marquis did not visit; and, from various 
causes, she became interested in such exhibitions. 
Yet I believe her main reason for encouraging 
Jane by public praise, was to mortify Mademoiselle. 
This lady was the pupil of some royal or imperial 
school of declamation in Paris, of which she talked 
incessantly ; and one day an argument arising be- 
tween her pupil and herself, about the different 
style of declamation in the French and British 
theatre, was referred to the Marquis by his 
daughter, who was resolved, if possible, to convict 
her governess of ignorance and prejudice. 

It was then Lady Jane made boastful announce- 
ment of the astonishing dramatic powers which 
lurked in the modest or demure little girl who 
waited on herself. The Marquis smiled incredu- 
lously, and would have declined the. task of umpire, 
which Lady Jane solicited him to'^aceept. She 
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iTMy howerer, piqned to support her own opinion, 
and appealed to me, sayiog, ** You will trust Miss 
Jane Harding's judgment, though yon doubt mine, 
my lord?" — << Yes I will, Jane, and for this good 
reason, that Miss Jane has had many opportanities 
ef seeing plays well performed, and you have yet 
had none." I, howeyw, declined giving any opi- 
nion ; — of the French theatre I knew nothing, and 
I felt that there was want of propriety and dig- 
nity in Lady Jane's goTorness entering on this sort 
of friyolous competition with her waiting-maid. 
But the vanity and patriotism of Mademoiselle were 
inflamed to extremity ; she wonld have dared Sid- 
dons herself to the contest ; and as she voluntarily 
entered . the lists by a piece of declamation, and a 
series of contortions which severely taxed the po- 
liteness of the Marquis, Lady Jane dragged her 
woman forward to the ring. 

Modesty and timidity, if not really felt, were 
never better acted than by the trembling girl, 
compelled to exhibit her talents before such a 
spectator* I flew to her support, and wonld have 
besought forbearance ; but this was going too far, 
and Jane whispered, << You know I must obey my 
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lady. She does me bat too great honour." Tkst 

she mu$i be obeyed was at all times a w doome de- 

Gkuration to the Lady Jane* She smiled glraoiosa 

eneonragement to her newfoTOorite, saying, ** Yoa 

will do very well, Jane ; don't he alraid«^is it ker 

yoa fear?" Jane Ford fartirdy returned the 

glanoe of scorn and contempt cast on the inatroe- 

tress by her pnpil, with a look so rich in sarcastie 

humonr and vivid expression^ as might have prev* 

ed to the Marquis, had he seen it, ihat the veteadle 

talents of his daughter's protegee were not limited 

to the service of the serious Muse. Meaawbfle^ 

Mademoiselle was ranting fordi the part of Iphe»- 

genia, with the most extravagant contortions, 

foaming and writhing in an epilepsy ef assumed 

passion. When she had oonduded, Jane whis* 

pered, '^ That it would be unfair to try any scene 

save this ; though the language must he against 

her." She took the play, ghmoad over tlie scene 

for a few minutes, retired belnnd a screen, bar* 

ed her throat, shook loose her silken tresses^^then 

for the first time uncovered in this house — ^with the 

simple help of an old red shawl, adjusted her antique 

dress in more redundant drapery, and rushed upon 
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dw seenoi the tender, impassioned hweine of the 
French tmgedian ! The effeet wiis eleetrieal ; — the 
Marquis who had remained with os. only to gratify 
bis indalged daughter, became interested, and sat 
in silent astonishment ; even ^ the good French 
heart" of Mademoiselle was taken by surprise, at 
hearing her oouutry's language so fluently declaim'* 
ed,— she embraced her riTal, declaring that she 
reminded her of €lairon. Probably the sole merit 
of Jane Ford's exhibition was unexpectedness, and 
there is little doubt that she had diligently studied 
and rehearsed this scene. 

Tliere was even thus early somewhat of the 
homage which the higher efforts of genius, though 
displayed in the humblest rank, commands from 
persons of taste and sensilnlity, in the manner of 
the Marquis of Aulmerle to Jane Ford, when he 
addressed her. But already, as if by the touch of 
magic^ she had sunk into the little, demure, simple 
girl, riirinktng from his praise, looking more timid 
and child4ike than ordinary,— the juTenile fiuse 
made still more youthful by the close, antique coif, 
which she had somehow again slipped on. 
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** Have I gained?" exclaimed Lady Jane, in tlie 
tnie spirit of a seconder or bottle-holder. 

*^ Certainly, Jane, you have ; if you still think of 
competition, — ^I confess I had lost sight of the con«- 
test." We had now some general conyersation on 
Jane's former theatricals. I liked her best in Le- 
titia Hardy, but Lady Jane in Euphrasia; and the 
Marquis requested a fiirther specimen of her powers 
in some native heroine. There was a short but 
pretty pantomimic display of diffidence, bashfulness, 
and timidity, overpowered at last by the native con- 
sciousness of high powers, and the earnest desire 
to obey an honoured command. Some slight skir- 
mishing in attitude and dumb mimic personation of 
passion, introduced the balcony, and then the tomb 
scene of Juliet. Both, but particularly the first 
«cene, was wonderfully performed ; and as a lively 
strain gives relief to a mournful melody, Jane, 
nodding privately to me, bounced off into Letitia 
Hardy, sung a gay ballad, and gave us ^Lpassetdf — 
passed into the Widow Cheerly, — ^Lydia Languish, 
— ^badc again to the Grecian Daughter, and by 
more plastic art, sunk into the little, simple, child- 
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iah, demure Jane Ford, her eyes modestly cast 
dowD, her hands hanging crossed before her. A 
prudent father might not have relished such versa^ 
tility of talent in the personal attendant of his 
motherless daughter, and he might nevertheless 
have been merely a narrow-minded roan ; but no 
prudent English mother could have approved of 
such domestic association, however great might 
have been her admiration of talent for its own 
sake. 

Subsequent displays shewed me, and, I believe, 
the Marquis, that we had both in our several ways 
greatly overestimated the actual powers of Jane 
Ford ; but we had each our prepossessions, — he as 
patron and instructor, I as friend and admirer. 
The common vanity of persons who try to catch a 
sort of reflected lustre, from connecting their names 
with persons of genius, had, I believe, no place with 
either of us. 

Bnnui, and the desire of amusing and improving 
his daughter, indaced the Marquis to encourage and 
attend her declamations with her humble friend, 
till he came to be interested by them. Speeches 
and soliloquies g^ew to scenes, scenes, so far as 
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•or nvmben cobU admit, to regular dramas^ Ma- 
deiDoitelle abetting all foUy that took the colour ol 
gpeetacUf and gave her an opportunity of exhibi- 
tion. To I^dy Jane the first part in every piece 
was at all timet allotted ; and then tha parte were 
•hifitoJ to allow Jane Fevd^ as she herself dexter* 
ously insinuated, to profit as an artist by the hints 
and heanttes the genins of Lady Jane had stmcfc 
out ; for it was now, I fonnd, understood that the 
protegee of the family of Anlmerle was to become 
the ornament of the British stage. From being 
interested in hor progress, ike Marquiacame to 
consider her aB> his pupil, and as such he became 
even proud of her attainments, and desirous,, sanoe 
nature had done so much, that they mig^t be display* 
ed where they must ensure honour and advantage 
to their possessor. << Genius was genius wherever it 
appeared ; and why might not a Farren, a Siddons, 
or an O'Neil be discovered in thh /(zscimaiinff and 
talented girl." This was getting on with a ven- 
geance ; and now* Lady Jane had only to coax, and 
Jime Ford to raise her sidelong, mo^ expressive^ 
and modestly-beseeching eyes to engage the Mar- 
quis himself to read, or even walk through a part. 
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provided we were alone, and that bk memory was 
not overworked. The amateur office of dramatic 
critic and instructor thus gradually assumed, Jane 
laboured to make its exercise pleasant* The com- 
mentary of ber noble instructor was to her as mr 
gpiration,^-new ideas were caught, new readings 
suggested by the slightest motion of his eye, or in* 
€exion of bis voice. I was not wholly the dupe of 
the unobtrusive, delicate homage which Jane now 
studiously paid to her noble patron, though I hoped 
its source was gratitude, and not the artifices of in- 
terested ambition, working its slow though sure way 
through gratified vanity. I suspected the new read' 
inffs were not unfrequently old hackneyed readings, 
—-that the sudden lights streaming upon the pages 
of Shakspeare or Otway, which were cast forth by 
the genius of the Marquis, and which Jane dis- 
cerned with such pretty surprise, admiration so 
respectful yet so ardent, enthusiasm checked by 
natural modesty, as if her deepest homage were 
unworthy of him to whom it was offered but by 
starts, vrere at least as old as the stage lamps of 
Dmry-lane. 

Q 
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I could not yet doubt the integrity of my early- 
friend ; but now tbat I was no longer the object of 
her kieense myself, I soon discovn^ that Jane was 
a most accomplished flatterer, sdeoUng her stimn-, 
hints, and proportioning her doses with admirsMo: 
knowledge of the mental cgnstitntion of those tOr 
whom she administeredt Mean and fulsome flat- 
tery would quiddy, I believed, have, disgusted the» 
Marquis, — ^nor would* the Lady Jane have accepted 
the gross adulation from Jane Ford, which was 
agreeable enough, or which, at leasts was from 
habit tolerated) if ofiered by more rnlgar depen-. 
dents. 

The arts by which the waiting-maid, vaiet> oa 
housekeeper, in great families^ maintains place md 
influence^ are not> F believe, in their principles mm* 
teriaHy difierent from those employed by thatmon 
exalted' kind of menials termed courtiers,-^naaseIyt 
flattery, fldsehood, meanness, backbiting, and < the 
most pitiful intrigue ; bat, above all, by keeping a- 
live jealousies, by dividing to govern. These arts, 
however, would not alL at once have sueeeeded la 
the present instance, and Jane discovered. a higher, 
finer iaetf — that rare and exquisite sense lodged at 
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the mind's finger-ends, — ^in adapting her conduct to 
the varying aspeoU of events. Her main difficnlty 
lay with the Lady Jane; and the triumph of her 
address was maintaining her place in the favour of 
the daughter, while she engrossed so much of the 
attention of the &ther. This was accomplished 
by keeping alive Lady Jane's jealousy of my ima- 
gined favour with the Marquis,, and viewing every 
attention that he paid to the cultivation of her stage 
talent as kindness emanating from the gracious and 
powerful interference of his daughter. 

Jane had for some time studiously avoided all 
private intercourse with myself and when we were 
unavoidably thrown together, protestations of ear- 
nest, undiminished, regard, complaints of that state 
of dependence which compelled her to assume feel- 
ings, and to^act a part foreign to> her nature,, still 
made me pity onel could no longer wholly approve/ 

Though I admired her talent» I was shocked at 
the idea of her attempdng the bold, perilous life of 
a oonmion stage player. She affected to jpin in my. 
fears, to feel all my repugnance to the theatrical 
profession, and to consider herself as the victim of 
a strong necessity^ which my plaia understanding 
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eonld not be made to comprehend. It wag in de- 
votion to the wishes of her << noble, generous bene- 
factress," she was to attempt the ardooas line of 
life so appalling to her modesty. ^< How durst 
she shrink from the task, for which the Marqois 
himself had laboured to accomplish her ?" I was 
not the dupe of this diplomacy. 

*' Jane/' I replied, '' if your dislike of the stage is 
as sincere as I think it is wise and natural, there 
can be no reason for doing violence to your feel- 
ings. I will write to my mother, she will interfere 
to prevent this ; you will return to your own quiet, 
safe, feminine occupations, if such be indeed your 
sincere wish. The Marquis is quite capable of ap- 
preciating your reasons for disliking this dangerous 
profession/* 

Jane's gratitude to me, her laboured explana- 
tions, her protestations, her tears, could not de^ 
ceive me ; I changed the subject to spare her £u*- 
ther meanness, and we parted coldly, Jane re- 
proaching me even with tears, for not understand- 
ing, not doing justice to her character, not allowing 
for her peettluxr position. 

I now b^;an, for many reasons, to long for the 
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termination of my visit. My studieg with Lady 
Jane were interrupted, our habits of life broken up 
by the dramatic mania» which, if it had amused me 
at first, grew alarming now, for our priyate thes^ 
tricals were become, I understood, the talk of the 
neighbourhood, and, from the ages and condition of 
the dramatis persona, its jest. This I learned from 
my friend the housekeeper, who thought it neces- 
sary to give me a friendly caution ; and also ga- 
thered from certain private nods and winks of the 
morning visiters, before whom Jane was occasion- 
ally called on to exhibit. A little opposition was 
exactly the stimulant which she seemed to suppose 
the Marquis required. Some of his guests had 
ventured to express doubts of Jane's talent ; she 
had cleverness, address, knowledge of stage effect, 
they allowed, but genius in its higher sense they 
denied her to possess. The Lady Jane smiled at 
these critics ; genius was all Jane's power, aided by 
the feeble help of her own instructions :— know- 
ledge of the stage she had none, — address none, — a 
mere simple, bashful child in her own character. 
On the other hand, the Marquis and Lady Jane 
had their partisans^ and Jane her patrons and ad- 
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mirers, whose judgments could not be controvert' 
ed or doubted, — amateurs of high rank, qualified by 
inspiration or intuition to school the most gifted 
artist in his own profession. And now that Aul- 
merle House was, in some sort, turned into a 
green-room, noble lords, learned lawyers, and 
talented Members of Parliament, condescended to 
instruct the £ur fledgeling tragedian. Jane profit- 
ed by them all, if not in her art, in her interests, 
reconciling the most discordant and contradictory 
opinions and directions with admirable address. 

It was in defence of his own judgment and taste, 
that the Marquis now, as I supposed, imagined 
himself bound to produce the extraordinary genius 
discoyered by his daughter, and cultivated, as its 
possessor alleged, by himself. A correspondence 
was opened with the manager of one of the great 
winter theatres, who was invited down to Aulmerle 
House, as we concluded, to seethe prodigy, together 
with an eminent sculptor, who was eng^ed to model 
the bust of Lady Jane, while he inspected and pro- 
nounced upon the attitudes of Jane Ford. The 
anxiety which the Marquis liaid hitherto manifested 
for the improvement of his daughter, was for the 
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time, as I thonghly saspended, to acoompUsli hh 
pnpil for her grand debue^wlnA was to take place 
after tbe Christmas holidays. There was some** 
thing elevating in the idea of the ornament of the 
British stage .proceeding from among the hoase«* 
hold attendants of a noble family ; and Jane, who 
ayaiied herself of erery thing, now represented her 
own appearance in pnUic, as herald of the advent 
o( Lady Jane Anlmerle's brighter beattty, and 
higher accomplishments. 

It was still, howeyer, Jane's most difficult task 
to manage the pride and caprice of her noble pat- 
Toness. The pride of Lady Jane, which disdained 
the homage of a prince, was noTertheless jealous 
of tiie attention of any human being, howerer hum- 
He^ if directed to any one boMde herself* While 
we remained a quiet family circle, as neither Ma- 
demoiselle nor myself were ardentadmirers of Jane, 
and as her humility was inTincible, and her address 
was never at fault, we got on tolerably welf; 
but as often as the audience became more numer- 
ous, and applause excited in Jane's bosom the 
consciousness of superiority, her ground was lost ; 
for the self-love of her patroness never relaxed in 
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its escaolions, never for «ii ingtant forgot itodf. 
Pride may be propttiated^ Tanity may be manag^, 
wbere they exist single passions, bat, anited in a 
strong degree in the same indiyidualy the task of 
the flatterer becomes dilBoiiit indeed. 

Gold of heart and quick of eye, the Lady Jane 
marked and resented the slightest dereliclion of 
hnmble doty in her dependent ; and the labour of 
weeks was thos liable to be lost by the negligence 
of one second. Bat Jane was now, I saw, in part 
consoled for the unsteady footing she muntaiaed 
in the favour of the daughter, by daily gaining 
ground with the &ther. Here, in the country, the 
countenance of the Lady Jane was still necessary ; 
but a wider, higher field was opening in London, 
when she could throw from her-*-periiaps crash, 
the original instrument of her advancemoit. 

Yet if it had been possible for human forbear* 
ance, at sixteen, and the most humiliating conces- 
sions, to have enabled Miss Ford to fimnlatft 
friendship with the Lady Jane she would still have 
saved appearances. She seemed peculiarly anxi- 
ous that die Marquis ahould not suspect that his 
daughter no longer participated in his desire for 



HIChH UFE* S49 

ker tuecess,— sought erery oocasion osteatatioas- 
]y to prochdm the oonfideaoe and affeotion with 
whieh she was treated by the Lady Jane, and 
to impress on him that lie obliged his daughter, 
when, now that the first, and all-important iqppear- 
aoce oihet praUgie drew nigh, he devoted a part 
of every morning to dramatic studies, and every 
evening to those more pnUio exhibitions whioh 
were to fiuniliariie the timid, sensitive maiden, to 
a great audience. 

Tke arduous study of Jane, and still more, I 
believe^ her mental anxiety, and secret fears and 
forebodings of failure, in one or all of her schemes 
of amUtion, made visiUe inroads on her health. 
Though my judgment of her character began to 
waver, my affection was still warm ; and my re- 
presentations drew the attention of the Marquis 
to the << poor little thing," as he called her, and 
he not only ordered medical advice, bat saw that 
she attended to it, so far as relaxation from 
study, and daily exercise were prescribed. She 
was to go abroad every day with Lady Jane and 
the governess, in the carriage; but by ill-tem- 
per or caprice in Mademoiselle or her pupil, these 
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ofdm ware naglaoted ; and the Marquis, indignant 
at their nngenerons and cardets treatment of the 
9kMj girl, made a point that the shoidd aoeompanj 
them. While Idndnem had been a Tolantarily act 
of ginoe and fayoar, the Lady Jane, so fur as her 
cliaracter was e^iable of consistent kindness, had 
not been remiss ; bnt as a dntj, commanded by her 
father, from her to her own creature !«*her prood 
glance might liaye annihilated the Utile trembling 
girl on whom it fell* 

The Marquis would be obeyed ; and as the Lady 
Jane now declined going abroad at all, I was sum- 
moned to accompany him and Jane Ford, on the 
customary airing. If I had been disgusted with 
the pride and ill*temper of Lady Jane, I was 
startled with the new character in wliich Jane 
Ford broke forth upon me. Consummate hypo- 
crite as die was, she was not yet sufficiently prac- 
tised io be able to disgmse her exultation in the 
triumph the Marquis had openly gi^en iier over 
his daughter, and was thus betrayed into a freedom, 
airiness, and pretty petulance of manner, which 
from her to the Most Noble the Marquis of Aul- 
merle confounded and frightened me. The play* 
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fofaietf , the gaiety, the roguish ttvipMoily of the 
yoQDg creature, so highly giited, and so seenmigly 
unconscious of her own wonderful powers, possess* 
ed, I sagaciously percetved, an indescribaUe fiMci- 
naUon for her good-natured, unoccupied patron, 
which daily became the stronger from the contrast 
of his daughter's imperious temper and obstinate 
pride, and Mademoiselle's absurdity. She was the 
only creature in the house, he said^ that tried tq 
amuse him ; ^ Little Jane had grown as grare as a 
dormouse, while Jane Ford had brightened into a 
most agreeable, sprightly little coquette." 

I could not help remarking, that the Marquis 
was much more attentiye to Jane, and more dis-* 
posed to flirtation before company, than when irh 
were alone; while the fkic actress, though she no 
longer found it necessary or couTenient to maintain 
disguise before me, the instant any fourth party 
joined us, relapsed into the gentle, diffident, demure 
maiden, — the passive yet intelligent and most grate* 
ful instrument in the generous hands that were 
fashioning her to fame and fortune* Though of* 
fended by the flattery and artifice in which I now 
plainly perceived Jane had advanced another stage. 



SSS NIGHTS OF TRB ROUND-TABLE. 

-haTing 80 iar caationsly fell her way, I respected 
the delicacy which made her still shrink from re- 
oerring the gallant attentions of iJie father in pre- 
sence of his young daoghter ; and my anger was 
Reeled against the Marquis, who, strange to saj, 
studiously, at such times, pressed his gallantries up- 
on her. My reluctance to make a third in the daily 
airings was now evident, but the Marquis would 
not diq>ense with my attendance on my friend, 
though, on more than one occasion, it had been 
obTious that ^* my friend'' had mancBUvred to leave 
me behind. 

If Lady Jane had hoped that her obstinacy would 
wear out her father's patience, she was mistaken ; 
day after day she declined going abroad with him 
and Jane, and each day her place was duly supplied. 
One day she bethought her of desiring ue to re- 
main at home with her, complaining of a cold, and 
expecting, I presume, to break up, or at least sus- 
pend, for one day, the customary arrangements. 
To our mutual mortification the Marquis at once 
acquiesced. He gravely felt his daughter's pulse, 
and examined her tongue. 

*^ Ay, you are very bad indeed, Jane ; bat I 
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bope your blood will get cooler by and by. I mast 
be content for » morning to spout Romeo to onr 
little Juliet^ witboat audience* I wisb to visit tbe 
Pendarves ; but you^ lovely Juliet, can sit in the 
carriage while I make my short call;" and so 
saying, he gallantly handed out Miss Ford, her ex*, 
ultation ill concealed by protestations of anxiety 
to be permitted to remain with Lady Jane, <<to 
amnse and nurse her." 

** Lady Jane is not yet of the age to lack amnse* 
ments and nurses," said the Marquis ; << there will 
be more kindness, and Jane will be more obliged 
to you for continuing to amuse and nurse her papa. 
AUons-nousy aimabU JulielU^ 

Lady Jane changed colour several times ; she 
rose and walked to the window, and seated herself 
there with a disturbed air. The first words she 
spoke were, '< There is the Pendarves' carriage, 
they must have passed it." And she rung, order- 
ing herself to be denied, if inquired for, too much 
agitated to receive guests. Then turning to me, 
as if pursuing the course of her own thoughts, she 
said, <' What do you think of all this, Jane, — is 
my father mad ?" I made no reply. <' Or a fool V* 
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added she, more vehemeiitly ; " yes, a doating, in- 
ftloated fooly. the pitiful dape of the lowest, basest 
arts/' 

<< I don't believe/' I said, '* the Marqais will 
marry hery" and I gasped as the dreadfnl word in- 
ad?ertently escaped my lips. ^^Marry her!*' ex- 
daimed I^idy Jane, in astonishment ; *< bat is it not 
insulting enough that he should dioese for his rais- 
tresSy a girl who has been, though in a menial, 
saaki about me, his daughter." I belioTe my face 
was sufficiently expressive of ny alarm, and horror 
•f the opinions and morals of the great, at the edu- 
cation which had taught the young daughter to 
estimate the guilt of the father only as it affected 
her own pride. Our conversation, which I was 
unable to muntain, was suspended by Mrs. Pen- 
darves alighting to visit the housekeeper, for the 
alleged purpose of having her sandal strap repaired, 
hut with the real intention, Lady Jane said, of a 
gossip with. Mrs. White. The moment her car- 
riage, drove off, Mrs. White was summoned with 
her. valetudinary supplies of chicken broth, to Lady 
Jane's dressbg-room, and I was requested to re- 
main.. . 
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<<I am gladtivfind you here, Mist Jkne/' said 
the roatron, who hadbeen the Lady Jane's mother's 
-waiting-maid, and, from habit and situation, Mt 
stronger affection for the haughty lady than her 
conduct deserved. 

<< Ay> if I am to belieye you, White, Miss Jane 
Harding is. not one of my spoilers and fiaUerersy* 
and the kdy forced a. smile. << But what piece of 
scandal has the Honourable Pendanres to circu-^ 
late.to»day,— ^r to. glean for to-morrrow's expen- 
dttODe.?" 

<^ People will] talk, my lady, ay,- e^en those wh« 
have less right than Mrs. Pendanres, — ay,. Tery 
impertinently. She is an old friend of the family, 
and a free-spoken, spirited lady." 

<< Quite awaro of all that^ Mrs. White ; but to 
what did her free, friendly spirit giro rent to- 
day?" 

'< That, if it must be told^ might not be so plea^r 
aant for me to speak, nor for yon to hear,.my lady^ 
— >only I wish some people had sooner known 
their fiiends from their flatterers. We are here 
ill among fiiends. You are my late lady's only 
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child, Lady Jane, and, no doubt, my lord is as fond 
and as prond of you too, as becomes him ; bat to 
iqpeak it plain, fathers are but men, and, if daugh- 
ters are wilful, will have their own way; — fidr 
means may gfuide where force wont drive them. 
My lord, to be sure, is but a young man still, bare- 
ly forty-three ; and the title ;** --^^ but here the 
Lady Jane broke in with anger ; *^ You dare not 
tell me so I" The housekeeper, somewhat offended, 
replied, ** It is, to be sure, no business of mine ;*'— 
and Lady Jane more calmly continued, ^' Tell us 
what they say. White ; you know I do not regard 
«-that is seriously regard — all this tatde.*' 

<< Tattle is the very word, my lady, for sure it is 
all tattle. ' Which of these pretty girls is to be your 
Marchioness ?' says Mrs. Pendarves to me, laughs 
ing. < I say some of the Miss Rectors, but Pen- 
darves says it is the little Juliet, — a new Polly 
Fenton, or Farren over again, are we to have ?* ** 

Lady Jane stared from the housekeeper to me ; 
her colour which had been raised many shades, 
suddenly paling ; she tried to rally her spirits, and 
said, with fcHrced gaiety, << And has Jane Harding 
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no chance, among all these competitors, for a coro- 
net ; she b past sixteen, and an inch taller than the 
little Joliet." 

** No body seems to have thought of Miss Jane, 
my lady ; she, to be sure, is a child yet, though 
she wiU, by and by^ be a fine woman. If the 
Harding family refused their Miss Caroline to our 
Marquis, Mrs; Clements, that now is, my lady, I 
fear they won't g^ve us Miss Jane now/' 

The eyes of Lady Jane again sought mine in 
astonishment. " Refuse the Marquis of Aulmerle !^' 
she exclaimed. ** Yes, indeed, my lady; it was 
wonderful ; but Miss Caroline preferred young Cle^ 
ments, and her father and- mother thought him a 
£ir better, that is a more suitable — ^fbr nobody 
to be sure could be better than my lord— ^match 
for her, my lady, more respectable for them all — 
more likely to make Miss Carry happy." Lady 
Jane looked indignant surprise. '^ Such miracles 
can never happen twice," said she. '< I hope Miss 
Jluno would, in the same circumstances, shew no- 
bler ambition, than it seemft Miss Caroline didi" 
She looked at me for reply. 

I was offended, — and I also, I fear, f^^t mere 

B 
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pride in the magnanimous disregard my 
had shown to rank and title, than in their true 
wisdom and moderation. << It is of little nse to 
speoolate on what Miss Jane might do/* I retorn- 
ed; '^ she is a young girl going hack to her own 
humUe home^ with a better opinion of hor own 
condiUon of life than she could ever hare gath- 
eredy had she not seen the interior morements of s 
loftier state." 

« Do you then, Jane, really not envy me ?'' cried 
Lady Jane hastily, and in a very natural mamier. 
« Do yon not believe us happier than your own 
caste f — ^Indeed yoQ have^ I fear, little true canse^ 
Perhaps it had been better for me not to be bwn so 
great, or so rich rather, as to be corrupted by flat- 
terers; though even that is happier than being 
thrown so low in place, as to become the mean, 
fawning^ sycophant hanger-on of the great, — ^loath- 
ed and despised by those to please whom the base 
creatures degrade themselves." 

These were novel doctrines for Lady Jane, and 
though I could perceive no necessary connexion 
between wealth and corruption, poverty and mean- 
ness of mind, I let them pass. I was, indeed, 
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somewhat sorprMed st the slurewdneM, as well as at 
the unexpected frankness of my yoong name«mo- 
tber, and I sappose my face betrayed as mnch^ for 
she oontinned, ** Yes, Jane, I may not always have 
used yon well, or kindly, thoogb I must say yen have 
sometimes stickled qoite as much on your indepeh- 
dence as I haye done on my fwerogatiye ; hot I Jmre 
idways respected, and now that I know you better, 
I value your character,-— ay, even your sturdy inde* 
pendenee, since I have seen it in contrast with the 
self-interested, parasitical complaisance of another. 
Bifiss Ford^thinks herself very cunning— -so she is; 
but some clever person says, one may be more cun* 
ning than any one, but not so cunning as every 
one. But three weeks ago, while she was thought 
to have no personal interest in making herself so 
popukir among us, and she was the general favour- 
ite of the whole househdd ; now— —but what do 
I say, her degree of favour must rest with her 
present patron, — ^vile, servile, degraded wretches, 
who from infancy have pampered my pride I— let 
that despicable girl be but for one hour my fa- 
ther's wife^ or mistress, and they will fawn on her 
more meanly than they ever did upon me." 
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Notmthstanding what I heard and obsenred my- 
selfy I wonld have told Lady Jane that the gossip 
of the serrants and the neighbonn had indaoed her 
to form hasty opinions, and to draw erroneoiu con- 
clusions ; and that her father's strpfig aflTeetion for 
herselfy and regard to his own honour and h^pi- 
ness^ made her suspicions exceedingly improbable; 
hot she burst away from me to conceid the rebd 
tears, which her pride would not sufFer any eye to 
perceive streaming over her cheeks, from such a 
cause.. In a few minutes afterwards she came to 
my door, and in¥ited me to walk with her. As the 
subject of oor late conversation was not renewed 
by herself, I did not venture to approach it. 

At a late hour we saw the carriage returning; 
and, by one of those spelk over reason which forces 
us into the presence of what we hate. Lady Jane 
hurried back to the house* The servant who let 
down the carriage-^teps winked knowingly to. his 
liveried compeers in the haU, as the Marquis gal- 
lantly, and apparently in high spirits, handed out 
Jane Ford. The Lady Jane, whose eye nothing 
escaped, perceived this impudent mark of intelli- 
gence aniong the domestics ;-^it was as the last 
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drop in the cup of w^rath. With an air of in^ 
snperaUe hanghtinesa she stood to reoeiye Jane^ 
whoy gently bending forward, whispered her con<- 
fiised and hnmhle thanks to the daughter for the 
benevolent condescension of the father^ shewn in 
bis attention to her health. ^ She was so mach 
the better for her airing ;" and she then moved as 
if to take the shawl off Lady Jane to carry np 
stairs. I saw and trembled for the bursting of the 
storm which gathered to the high, bold brow of 
Lady Jane^ — ^the tyrant, the termagant, but too 
proud to be the hypocrite, even where her dearest 
interests demanded disgnise. She firmly held her 
shawl, wrapped it rapidly round her arm^ as if 
to form a taiget, on which she was to receive the 
attack of an enemy, and haughtily waited the ap- 
proach of her father, as if it were he alone she 
stooped to confront. He was caressing a spaniel 
that leaped upon him, and paid no more attention 
to her airs and movements than if she had been fifty 
miles ofi; Having fiiiled to catch his eye, she ad- 
dressed Jane, saying, ** Nay, prithee, good Mutress 
Jane, permit me to bear my shawl myself* Since 
you have passed into the service of Melpomene, 
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or some less creditable employer, Tbalia, or some 
one as properly qualified, most find me another 
wuting-gentlewoman. Oar tragedy beccmies farce 
at last, my lord." She swept away ; the Marquis 
now looking op and following her steps with aa 
expression of face which baffled me* Jane Ford, 
to my utter astonishment, hastily followed, as if to 
deprecate the resentaent and anger of her pa- 
troness. 

The almost comic face that the Marquis turned on 
me*— the wide round eyes he made— *the sort of 
internal whistle, were motions more expressire 
than elegant. I thought him most unfeeling ; and, 
I suppose, assumed the proper air of o£Fended vir- 
tue, for he turned from me^ laughing, and saying, 
<< Cinderella also gone mad." This was his usual 
pet name for myself, but I resented the familiarity 
of it at this time. 

I was aware that Jane Ford had beep denied ad- 
mittanoe to the chamber of Lady Jane, who soon 
joined me in the drawing-room. I saw that she 
had been weeping ; and, for once, Mademoiselle was 
seated near her, whispering consolation, to which 
no attention was paid. I now looked on my noble 
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young godmother with deep interest and compas- 
sion. If she had few amiahle dispositions, she had 
some high qualities of mind ; her worst fiiolts were 
more those of circumstances than of her nature ; 
and her cruel father was ahont to degrade him« 
selfy and to break her heart, ruin her prospects, 
and disappoint all her splendid expectations of for- 
tune ; to reduce her to a lord's mere portionless 
daughter, by forming a connexion with one who 
had stolen into his aflPections by low cunning and 
flattery, and who had shewn herself more unworthy 
of him in character than unsuitable in years and 
rank. While I wept Jane Ford's ambition and du- 
plicity, I pitied the Lady Jane, and detested her 
father. 

I was quite sensible that any attempt to establish 
confidence between us, which did not originate with 
Lady Jane herself, exposed me to haughty repulse; 
yet I could not help approaching her, whispering, 
*^ You are still too much indisposed to leave your 
room. Lady Jane ; yon look heated and feverish." 

^< Yes, Jane, heated and fevered by warming vi- 
pers in my bosom, to poison or sting me.'* 
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<< Man DieUf aui f Yipen, serpangSy Mademoi- 
selle Harding," cried the goyerness. 

** Yes, Jane, I think I am not well ; yet my fi^ 
ther neyer once asked me how I did on hb retnm, 
—never even looked where I stood ; bnt I am pre- 
pared for every thing." Not one of ns, I believe, 
however, was prepared for what followed. The door 
was flang open, and yonng Pendarves entered, fol- 
lowed by the Marqais, and, hanging on his arm, very 
fashionably dressed, and wearing pearl ornaments, 
^-*Jane Ford I She had never yet— even in their 
most gracious times — sat at table with Lady Jane, 
thoDgh she had oftener shared her sappers and 
lancheons in her dressing-room, when all the woild 
was shut out, than her ladyship liked to think of 
now. 

Jane looked mnch agitated, and there was no 
feigning about her at this time. She trembled from 
head to foot, and appeared ready to sink on the floor. 
The Marqais led her directly up to the sofa on which 
his daughter was seated. *' I have the honour to 
present Miss Ford to you, Lady Jane ; I owe the 
knowledge of many of her talents and amiable qua- 
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lities to yourself, particularly of that sweetness of 
temper which I consider the chief charm of your 
sex. — A lady. Mademoiselle/' and he tamed to the 
goYemess, ^* who will so soon have the honour to 
appear before the Royal Family and nobility of 
England, is no. longer in her own place at my 
second table. I consider Miss Ford a distinguished 
guest in this family/' 

Mademoiselle blew out like a turkey cock ; Lady 
Jane became of a leaden hue, and then the check- 
ed blood rushed in torrents to her face. Her im- 
pulse seemed to be war-— open war — ^war to the 
knife's point, but her pride checked her impetu- 
osity ; she sunk into one of her ** silent rages/' 
and the depth of her mock reverence gave the 
measure of her contempt. Never did young vota- 
ress of the Tragic Muse bend more humbly before 
all the gods and goddesses, than did Jane Ford be- 
fore the throne of the Lady Jane, casting up her 
tearful eyes in a sidelong imploring glance, which 
swam round the circle, but finally rested on the 
Marquis, with a witchery of entreaty and a fascina- 
tion which was irresistible. He came instantly 
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as if to ber snpport; and tbongb I half pitied Jane^ 
the victim of her own ambition, I became more and 
more indignant at the cool^ calm way in which €be 
Marquis, while he apparently directed his atten- 
tions to the actress, scrutinized the movements and 
looks of his daughter. Her emotion was too 
powerful to be concealed, but she evidently strug- 
gled with her feelings, and even attempted to 
laugh and chat with Mademoiselle and myself. 
Pendarves directed his homage on this day to the 
shrine of the fevourite, and receiving the relation 
of the long airing of that morning, dialked out a 
yet more delightful route for to-morrow, — ^inviting 
the '' agreeable companions in a post chariot" to 
lunch at his mother^s on their drive. 

The footman who had winked so knowingly in 
the hail, now announced dinner with a fiioe of the 
most imperturbable gravity-— or rather of no mean- 
ing — ^that could be desired in a machine of his de- 
scription. ** Verily, you great folks, your depend- 
ents and menials, are a strange people," I thought 
Lady Jane, resenting the conduct of Pendanrei, 
took the arm of her governess, for the first tune in 
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lier life to my kno^edge, and brushed off, lest 
her own father, and his fiiir Gompanion, had taken 
precedence of her* 

The Lyons silks of Mademoiselle rustled porten- 
tously on the stairs as they proceeded ; her personal 
dignity was compromised in that of her noble pupil, 
whose patrician and English wrath was as a hal- 
cyon calm, compared with the sputtering rage of 
the goTemess. I shuffled on with young Pendarves, 
wondering where all this was to end, and heartily 
wishing I were that day to dine at home on mutton, 
off blue stoneware, in a room fifteen feet by twenty- 
one, instead of sitting in the saloon of Aulmerle 
House, with venison, and a service of gold-plate. 
Such a dinner ! The Marquis and Mr. Pendarves 
alone appeared at their ease. They drank wine with 
each of us in turn, beginning with Miss Ford, for 
whom some particular sort of wine of boasted fla- 
vour was ordered from the head butler by the Mar- 
qms. Both gentlemen, I fear, enjoyed the aflronted 
airs of Mademoiselle, my own embarrassed looks, 
the proud scorn of Lady Jane, and the demure, but 
scarce concealed consciousness of the Queen of the 
feast. While the Marquis gallantly handed her to 
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the door, he affected to chide Lady Jane for so 
soon leaving- the table, and recommenced the flir-* 
tation he had carried on at intervals all day. Flirt 
with Jane Ford before his daughter's face ! How 
indignant I became. He no longer, then, wished 
to conceal his doating folly ; it was unblnshingiy 
proclaimed. 

If Jane Ford had seemed to triumph in the dining- 
room, the Lady Jane's turn came now. She took 
an arm of her governess, and another of myself, and 
planting ns on each side of her, never once direct- 
ed look or word to her late fiivoarite. Jane made 
several approaches to conversation — to explanation 
-—of which she was at all times fond — ^to compliments, 
but was alike nnsnccessfnl in all ; and, notwith- 
standing her confidence and self-possession, she was 
forced to abandon the field, as I fancied. Jane, how- 
ever, made better nse of her time in repairing her 
arms for renewed combat As soon as she left ns 
Mademoiselle broke forth, and Lady Jane followed 
her example ; and I had one specimen of the way 
in which persons ^Etmiliar to petty intrignes con- 
stroe things of no meaning into serious affaun, 
magnify trifles, and distort facts. 
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*^ Monsieur Pendaraf, entre the saion before 
her/' said Mademoiselle. — ^' Yes, some spirit in 
that/' replied Lady Jane. << You noticed Harris 
son ordered to bring the Constantia, the wine we 
never use but for high company and favonrite la« 
dies* It appears the < Marchioness' is to be pre- 
sented immediately. ' The Royal Family and no« 
bility/— did not yon notice that, Jane ?" 

<< I fancied that meant her appearance in the 
playhouse.'^ 

** O, no, — ^no such thing ; but it will take two 
words to that, I can tell him. The Queen won't 
receive her, I am certain. — Heavens, am I in a 
dream !** she exclaimed in a very dififerent tone. 
** Have I lost for ever the a£Eections of my fether, 
— ^the only being, save yourself, Jane, that ever 
cared for me ! — ^has he given that girl the place in 
his heart of whi<^ I never, till this day, knew the 

Taluei Her sweet temper! — and mine" She 

burst into an agony of tears, — ^pushing back Ma* 
demoiselle with one hand, while she covered her 
face with the other. I could not even attempt to 
console, but Mademoiselle was indefatigable,—* 
with, both hands^ she administered eau de Cologne; 
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with both tongaes — for the MarqaU said she al- 
ways in a hurry spoke double — solemny eomfortin^ 
assurances that Jane Ford's pearls were only Ro- 
man, if the necklace was not Paris paste. Ijadj 
Jane did not deign to notice this characteriatic piece 
of consolation bat by one of her superb looks. 
On seeing my eye watchfully fixed upon her, 
with somewhat of the r^;ard the mad doctor be- 
stows on his patient under a rinng paroxysm, she 
subdued or smothered the fit, saying, as soon 
as she could command yoioe, ** Do not think me so 
mean as to regard the mere loss of fortune ; — I may 
feel it, but that is not my present grief:—- shall 
that paltry girl take my place in this honse^-wiy 
place in my father's heart— my place in public con* 
sideration ! — I shall go mad I" I was truly sorry 
for Lady Jane, but I could not help thinking, « It 
wiU be better that you grow reasonable." We 
heard the Marquis and young Pendarres coming 
laughing lap stairs, and we all three harried through 
the ha^k drawing-room, and retreated to renew the 
conference in Lady Jane's dressing-closet. 

Lady Jane's pride would not permit her to be 
long absent from the scene of defiance or combat. 
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especially as we were informed that other gentle* 
men had arriTed to a late dinner, aflter we left the 
dining-rooniy and were to be visiters for some time* 
She accordingly acgnsted her dress, and bathed her 
eyes ; and as the evening was nncommonly fine for 
the season, promised to join me in a few minutes, 
for a composing stroll, ere we bravely appeared to- 
gether before the strangers, witnesses of one of 
Jane Ford's most ardoons exhibitions, and the far- 
ther infiituation of the Marquis. The exhibition 
was to take place in the picture gallery; and 
sereensy and a few rude scenes were placed there to 
favour stage illusion. 

When we entered this gallery we found several 
gentlemen walking about, and among others the 
sculptor who was to model the bust of Lady Jane* 
He was an intimate inend of my father's, who from 
childhood had distinguished me with playful kind^ 
ness, and as I had grown up, with a portion of the 
affection naturally felt for the daughter of an old 
friend who shewed herself anxious to please him 
and to merit his regard. Our meeting was the 
happiest event that had occurred to me for weeks 
past. He led me about, examining the pictures. 
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while I pointed out the views to him. He at once 
recognised Jane Ford, and looked sharply, and^ I 
thought, pecaliarly hard at her. I told him that 
was the young candidate for the honours of the 
buskin, and reminded hnn of his having seen her 
before. ** Ha ! so I have," he said, << and very 
recently toO| or i am mistaken." 

I was somewhat surprised when young Pen- 
darves soon afterwards joined us, Jane Ford hang- 
ing on his arm ! The Lady Jane, rearing her head, 
accepted the arm of my old friend, and we stood 
together admiring a picture of Lady Jane Grey, 
that model and idol of all clever school girls. There 
was a present interest attached to this picture. 
The Marquis, before the age when politics or fa- 
shion- engross the whole young man, had been a 
dabbler in literature. At Oxford he had sketched 
a tn^edy, of which the subject was this princess. 
It had been presented to the dowager, his mother, 
by the young man'is tutor, as a peace-ofPering and 
proof of application and scholarship on some oc- 
casion, and had slept amidst the other lumber of 
the deceased lady's repositories, till incidentally 
heard of bv Jane Ford. She had never rested till 
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U was resetted from the dost and moths ; and it was 
in this piece she vowed she should appear, if she 
ever i^peared. The beanty of die play must of 
itMlf ensnre the success of the adtori — she and the 
tragedy would stand or M together! 

Mr. Pendarves was solicited to bring the piece " 
isto a presemabk state, and it was expected that 
die new-anived player wonM adapt it to the stage. 
The dress of tiie pictore was to be as exactly co* 
pied by the hermne of the play as was consistent 
with modem taste. 

The picture might be a likeness or not ; it was at 
any rate a repated original, and krepresented a very 
beautifiil girl; sweet, serene, tenderly yonthfiil, 
yet <BgBified in her expression, the girlish connten- 
aaoe tooched with sadness, and ilinmined by ge- 
moMt the whole piece the embodied dream of some 
diTine old painter. The Italian style of the head, 
and the knot of passion-flowers, exquisitely painted, 
together with a rosary and cmdtfix, gave no indi- 
cation of the Lady Jane Grey ; bnt however that 
might be, the soft, pale, thonghtfol coantenance 
borenot the most distant or shadowy resemblance 
to the face of Uvmg'roses and lilies, of the fair, high- 

s 



ST4 NIGHTS or THB ROUND-TABLE. 

blooded Jano Avlmerle ; yet Miss Ford, «8 a last 
hold stroke, in an audible whisper to Mr. Pendarves, 
^conveyed her raptoroos recognition of the likeness. 

'< How beanlifaU how very striking! Pray, 
Lady Jane, are your fiunity descended from the 
Lady Jane Grrey ?" — I had some cariosity to see 
^how this qnery wonld be received^'and this advance 
rebnffed ^-4here was a ocmpromise between stmg- 
gUng pride and yaaity. " I daresay we may haTe 
been some way connected," she replied coldly and 
haughtily. 

** Don't you perceive the likeness, Mr. Pendar- 
¥68 ?-<-^are yon not struck with it ?" continned Jane 
Ford. 

*f Very much indeed, — ^bnt did you never know, 
Miss Ford, that Lady Jane Grey was the Mar- 
quis's great-grandmother ?" Miss Ford affected to 
laugh,-Hiind he proceeded^ '< Why this is a deep, 
grey-eyed,, dark-haired Madonna ;-^very like the 
Aulmerle family face that." 

Miss Ford perceived that she was ridiculed, and 
attempting to rally, she whispered confidentially 
•in the reputed lover's ear, << I have understood that 
Qur Lady Jane's .grandmother took this princess 
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as her model in tbe edacation of her charming 
f^nmd-daaghter. Her edocation has been learned^ 
mnd yet entirely domestic." — ^^ Entirely domestic \ 
4>elieye/' said Pendarves, << our Lady S9ia»'% eda- 
cation has been, as is often visible in her gentle^ 
amiable manners/' 

The blood mounted higher in the face of Jan^ 
Aolmerle, — Fendarres' sarcastic emphasis on the 
word domestic^ and Jane Ford's audacious pos- 
seasive pronoun, were more than her pride could 
tolerate^ Her lips quivered in emotion, while she 
proudly reared her ne«k, and tossed back the curl^ 
frem her glowing temples, as the untamed colt 
tosses its flowing mane. No beautiful young wo- 
man could at this moment less resemble another 
of the same bloomings age than she now did the 
reputed picture of the Lady Jane Grey. 

My friend die sculptor, I imagine,, perceived' her 
leelmgs^ and he charitably said, << I don't suppose 
this picture intended for ^ Jane Grey at all ; but 
if it be, don't^ I entreat you, Lady Jane, in the 
least resemble that cold-blooded, pedantic^ little 
-monster, who liked her books better than her play 
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-—better than her lover-^and went to death upon 
a school exerciee. Pray, how does my lord man* 
age the catastrophe of his tragedy ? How is tibe 
yonng and noble Dudley engaged, while his pe- 
dantic litde wife scrawls in her taUe-book that 
precious record of her scholarshipi so proudly hand- 
ed down to posterity?" 

<< He solves a problem in the higher geome- 
try," said Pendarres gravely. 

** It is not thus Shakspeare's heroine coold have 
been employed, while her aims could hare woand 
and clung around the noble Dudley, the youthful 
husband, about to be dragged from them to the 
scaffold," continued the sculptor. 

** I am sure, Miss Ford's genius would be better 
manifested in a twining, clinging scene of passion, 
than in penning Jane Grey's famous sentence in 
Latin, Greek, and English," said Pendarres, who 
dealt his blows pretty severely, but only put them 
in with love where the pride of Lady Jane became 
his mark. ** But what thinks our Lady Jane ?" 
he continued turning to her. <* What an accoma- 
lation of heresy against traditionary opinion I— 
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What a deathblow to * the beantifiil oharacter' of 
the Marquis's heroine^ and grandaiamma'fl iiiodel» 
Mr, has jast dealt !" 

The yoaiig lady agmiB reared and tossed her 
head, muttering ^ impertinence T Jane Ford, whose 
ipaxims was to he all tilings to all men, if she 
might catch one, now simpered, ** We won't allow 
ridicule to be the test of truth, howerer wittily it be 
applied," — and as the Marqun approached, ** Ge^ 
Bins can find its own materials, as well as embel<« 
lish them. Mnd I prophesy the success of this 
Tery scene.'^ There was^ of course, no such cataa* 
trophe in this tragedy, by ^ a person of quality,'' 
bald as the performance was. The Marquis laugh- 
ed very heartily when informed of what had past* 
ed^ and thanked Jane for her stanch support. 

The dramatic exhibitions were now about to 
begin, and the mortified Lady Jane drew me into 
a deep window recess, where, jdaeing herself be- 
hind a screen^ we could see and hear without 
being obseired. I had been requested, by my 
friend the sculptor, to copy a sketch which he had 
made for a bookcase, intended he sud for a lady's 
dressing-room, and in the form of an oigan. I set 
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io work to accomplish my task, and haying cut my 
pencils be left us. 

<< I was sick of theatricals even before to-night, 
and am heart-sick now/' said Lady Jane languidly. 
I was equally tired of them ; and, I beUeve, if truth 
must be told, of acting nobody, or secondary to my 
old companion Jane Ford. 

" That is a beautiful design, Jane. I presume 
it is for an ornament to the Marchioness's dress- 
ing-room." This was bitterly said. ^CSan you 
eonceire anything so cruel and insulting as the 
conduct of my father to^^ay,— < vsAher sweet tem- 
per,' — what meant he by that? — Does my £sther 
conceive that I can,--«does he think that I ought 
to fawn, and flatter, and cossen, and use the blan- 
dishments of a courtesan with those about me^ 
like that low girL" 

^< I am certain my lord does not," I replied, a 
little amused to find how deeply consdenoe had 
sent the sharp phrase into the stricken heart of 
the young lady. ** Sweetness of temper and art- 
ful blandishment are surely very opposite qnali* 
ties, Lady Jane." Our con yersation was suspended 
by the player, and the sculptor, with young Pen* 



darveSy and hia tutor, taking their places imme^ 
diately oatside oar aanctaarjr, in order tbat from 
tbts dbtant point they might judge the better of 
** the little Joliet's" voiee and atlitHdes, than while 
crotrdiDg roond her. 

. << It is afiuse which baffles me, with aH my boast* 
ed physiognomic skSl," said my friend the sculps 
tor ; and I knew that he spoke of Miss Ford, and 
woald have let him understand he was overheard, 
bat that Lady Jane commanded me, by significant 
gestures, to sit still and be silent. ** It is a remark-x 
able countenance for a girl," said Mr. Pendarres' 
tutor, the early friend of the Marquis, and snp« 
posed to be much in his confidence. 

<' Nay, it is positively beautiiul," added the 
senlpton ^< More sweet, composed duplicity I 
never saw, in so young a &9e ; or a more subtle 
and refined expression of something too inteIIeo«i 
tual for mere cunning, yet too contracted for true 
irisdom* If I were, in the French style of art, to 
personify qualities, I should choose Mus Ford to 
represent Finesse; some artists might call their 
picture when finished, FeuctnoHoH/' 
*^ Or female Ambition in its teens," said the 
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Other gentleman, — ^not altfl^her inensiUe to girl« 
iftb tiMlef , yet too Boaring aad expannve for the 
ordinary gnitificatioBS of eoxoomb adfnirera, trin- 
ketSy and new ci^" 

« Sweet duplicity,— < I thank the Jew for that 
word/ " waa said in the gay voioe of Fendarves, — 
and the Lady Jane most earnestly^ 1^ looks and 
gestures, importuned me to remain ^niet. << What 
a little Mi^hiaTel it wonld be, if it knew how. 
See how the sweet burden hangs so loyingly help- 
less on the arm of the Marquis*— that is of her 
< Jaffier^' for to the Marquis of Anlmerle she would 
not raise her eyes for worlds, while, in fit time aad 
place, it is as impudent a little bit of mischief as 
a man ooold desire to meet with." 

The eyes of Lady Jan^ fashed on me a rapid^ 
bold commentary on the welfiome remarks of Pea- 
darres. << I hope you elderly gentlen^^ ■till in the 
* prime of lif%' in the very < flower of your age^* 
betw^n forty and fifty, will allow that we boys da 
not momipaUae all lolly :--4ir do you r^Mk a se« 
cond epoch, in which, forgetting the tricks oft|ie 
sex, you become dupes afresh ?" Lady Jane wss 
evidently delighted with these strictares, as she 
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ngnified to Hie by her yiyadoos looks and ges-^ 

** Tlie MnqaaMy I prerame, finds anmsemeiit in tlie 
tridceiy of bis fair papO^ perhaps delight in her 
talents," said iJie tater. ** I ami however, astonished 
that his daaghter, with her pride and egotism, en- 
dares so mnch nonsense of any kind in which she 
does not bear the chief part herself. Lately she was 
her Cither's idoL It may be of advantage to the 
yoong lady to discover, before it be too late, that 
fortnne has power even over her high estate. It 
woald be a blessing to herself and her friends, to 
see the spoiled, overbearing, tyrannical heiress, 
tamed down to a reasonable yonng woman, before 
it be too late." 

I dnrst not raise my eyes to Lady Jane, bnt I 
moved as if to get away, she, however, more vehe- 
mendy than before, poshed me down ; and thus 
awkwardly we rem|iiaed daring the following con- 
versation. 

<< The Marfais, notwithstanding yoor sneer at 
< as youth,' Pendarves, is still what, in the English 
Hymen's calendar, is reckoned a yonng man." 
** 1 dare swear Miss Ford wishes him ten, or 
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twenty yean Mer^ which wodd oidf make her 
donbtfiil game so much the more tore/' said the 
sculptor^ — *^ yesy yes> — ^yoath, beauty^ delictoiis 
flat(ery» unwearied oomplaisaQce, free opportonity 
fer the gradual, sure operation of themachinoy 
she manages with sadi admirable skill»-^yes» 
yes» such miraoles are eirery day seen in Engw 
knd." 

<< 'Pon my seal," cried the actor»*«^nflaenoed 
probably by a slight degree of professional feeling, 
•^'^ who after all can blame him ?«-4he gentle, soft, 
ingratiating manners of a lorely, talented girl, con- 
trasted erery hour, and at erery torn, with the 
sullen pride> and superdlious ind^erenoe of the 
daughter, to whose attentions and gratitude he has 
so strong a claim. Thb young lady, who owes the 
greater part of her consequence to her father re* 
maiaing a widower, looks on us, his friends, as dirt 
beneath her feet. I don't sn{^KMie you could find 
a better specimen of ignorant pride in any Utde 
court of the Gennan empire than the Lady Jane 
Aulmerle." 

<< Why, if the Marquis gire his daughter a les** 
son and a stepdame, I for one shall applaud him," 



HIGH LIFE. 283 

cried Pendarves,— «-<< only I hope, for his own sake, 
it won't be through this exquisite bit <tf ftusciaation 
and artifice." 

<< Lady Jane keeps so many fiur, accomplished 
toad-eaters about her, that her papa need be at no 
loss to pick and choose/' said the actor ; and I felt 
my cheeks glow at the sarcasm, in which, I feared, 
I might be included, — ^for was not I one of those 
appendages of rank, one of those nobodies^ tolerated 
in great houses, while they flatter or amuse the 
somebodies^ invited on wfaim> and retained by 
sufferance, if at alL I had no . kistire to pursue a 
train of thought so mortifying to my pride, for 
young Fendaryes cried, << Hush I — we must be pre^ 
pared to applaud now,— BelTidera is winding u^ 
for a grand effect. But what do you think of h«r 
tragedy ?" 

^* All a humbug, believe me ; her tragedy and 
comedy are, I suspect, like herself," implied my 
friend the sculptor. 

** Do you then, a town-bred critic, not think the 
girl has talents for the stage ?" 

« Why yes, the talents of ten thousand girls now 
in London, and of five hundred in smaller places ; 



284f NI0HT6 OF THB ROUND-TABLE. 

— rthe Iiai youtby %ure, voice, all toleraUy fair,— 
and, whiok it better, the improred tact of a g^l 
wlio has seen a great deal of the inside of play- 
honsesy and such sort of places, and made ekrer 
use of her eyes and other senses." 

<< I am coneemed," said Mr. Charlton, the tutor 
of Pendanres, to the plajrer, ** tosee the Marqals en- 
ooiarage this poor giA m a profession in which, it 
seems, she has im^ much, or at least no certaiii 
chance of success, — a profession so fall of hasard to 
every female, if it be not fraught with certain min*'* 

** Perhaps so,*' returned the player, in a tone of 
iadiffsrence ; ** yet she is weH patronized ; the 
humbug, if it be found such, may take for a while ; 
once in about three years such things succeed, and 
so she nets a few thousands, and perhaps a husband 
into the bargain. The thirty thousand pound prise 
of a coronet casts up to oar theatrical ladies at some 
rare times." 

*< Yes, about once in fifty years on the average,** 
said the tutor, «' from the age of Nell Oprn 
downwards ; but in the same period how many hun- 
dreds and thousands of poor, vain girls have been 
hurried on to ruin and misery, by the same flowery, 
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aUming path ; and far am I from belieying, thai 
even the fortimate few who gain the great prize 
always escape the misery. If -Lady Jane wonld 
give her dient the sum she mnst advance for her 
new dresses, and send her back to her needle, how 
much more essential a service would die and her 
father render to this ambitious, clever, and, I fear, 
weak-principled girl, who will infallibly over* 
shoot her aim." 

The Lady Jane looked on me with triumph, her 
0yes sparkling. I could not sympathize in her 
feelings. It was of the playmate of my childhood, 
that this sensible and benevdent man thus spoke 
with concern and pity, at tfaei 'same moment when, 
in her own estimation, she viiaa^fast approaching 
the zenith of £une, and the* most Mivialile of her 
sex. ' '* 

<< I never see a yoong girl make her debut, as 
we term it," he eohtimied, ^< without my heart 
yearning for her. If she has no real talent it is 
bad, and if she does possess genius, why it is so 
mndithe worse; for when was ever the divine es- 
sence separated firom the delicacy, the Affidenoe, and 
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the pride, wkidiy in women on the ftage, mnel mrice 
die poMessor only more alive to her humiliation. 
Yes, I do hate thofe debuU; I wondw if the 
poor giri has no home, no hnmble father's fire- 
side to shelter her y onth. — ^And beyond tiiose stage* 
lamps, what a Tista opens to me— yanity, heart- 
bnming, pn^BSsionalr rirals, pecuniary straggles, 
pitiful intrigues to maintain professional' reputa- 
tion, — ^if not, as too often chances, viee, in^smy, 
premature old age, contempt and beggary.'* 

While these words were stiD ringing in my ears^ 
there oame the burst of applause of June's per- 
fbrmanoe from a more distant part of the gallery ; 
and the gentlemen hurriedly wallEed away to see 
her diBy leaving Lady Jane and myself^ with each 
of us abundant subject for thought. It was thus, 
then, the good and the wise reckoned of Jane 
Ford's dazaling prospects of theatrical fame, and 
of her ambitious hopes and intrigues, in more pri>- 
rate life. Something like this had been before 
suggested by my own vague, unaided reflections, 
and was perhaps the secret consolation of my vani- 
ty, for the neglect I suffered while my eariy com- 



HIGH LCFE. 287 

ptantm^ with her hollow virloes^ her raperficialy 
shewy talents, and consummate art, threw me into 
the shade 

Lady Jane and myself escaped from the galievy 
without again encoonteringf the gentlemen. 

** Nay, do not yet lea^e me^ Jane/' she said ; 
^* these free*spoken gentlemen appear to entertain 
a very agreeable and flattering opinion of my 
diaracter and temper, I find." 

** The old adage holds, Lady Jane, of both of us ; 
—listeners, you know—" 

Though painful in the passing time, I was now 
glad that Lady Jane had heard important truths 
which I could not have told her, and doubly re^ 
joiced to see that she bore them with some patience, 
and thought more of the opinions expressed^ of 
herself than of the triumph afforded by the expos- 
ure of one who might be called her rival. 

While we were togedier. Mademoiselle jUned usb 
She had been an eye-witness of the dramatic ex«- 
hibition in the gallery, and of les peHts sains of the 
Marquis, publicly and studiously paid to his young 
fisvourite ; and, now, as if Lady Jane had been an 
injured angel of light, she railed at the cruelty of 
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apiritg, her naturally pale coniplerum emMliilied: 
by the animntioii of her mind* ^ Wk^ire bare yon 
liid yonnelf* Jaae ?" tke eried. << Why wwb not 
you a wttnoM of my performaAce ; you know, how 
an^U^iia I always am for your opinion ?" 

^< Of youfftdfi or your •etiiigy JMie^^^or of huth ?** 
I r^tnniedk 

«< Q ! of cowrae, bolb^ but the ac|i«g tovnighlv^ 
Do yoo anp with w down ttaim ?" 

« No." 

<< Fendarvaa and I are to try a soene ortwo in 
< SHE WAT 'TO KDBP> mu/ 'WI bowodtF.^^ Kaff 
Jaaey I; see I have <^onded yoii; ; oeanpiod aa I hate 
boon of latOi yon know it was qoite imfoauUe I 
aoold shew yon that dagrae of attantion which I 
withed ; but I may yat be mistram of my timef 
and of myself, and I haye not a heart that forgets 
its friends**' I conld only bow in veqnitlal of this 
g^racions dechration. I saw that Jane had at hist 
forgotten herself, that the intoxioation of gmtifiad 
taaity had either laUed. her yigihmt cimomapeo- 
timw or thatshe had reaehed the point in her csa- 
reer of amlntion^ which made her conceive fiffthw 
difsimnhition unnecessary. My manaera were so 
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eemtraiiiedy timt the disooorfe lagged in spite of 
Jane's self-possession. << Yon bare left Lady Jane/' 
said she^ at last ; << I liope her ladyship's cold, or 
rather her heai has abated sipce dinnw* How 
much reason do I now find to join in your senti- 
ments of that girl's chani^ter. Yon, nnrse her. cold, 
but, I perceive, leave her to nurse her heat alone." 
'< I left Lady Jane with her father/' I said. 
Jane retorted my words in a tone of sarprise and 
alarm. '< What has he to say to her to-nigbt ?" 

<' Is it so wonderful a father should give some 
few minutes to his daughter ; were it but to. hear 
that she is sincerely contrite for failing in her doty 
to him, desirous, above every thiipg, to maintain 
her place in his affections^ which she dreads having 
forfeited." 

*^ Desirous to ruin me in the esteepn of my lord !" 
exclaimed my agitated visiter ; << ay, that is it> — de-: 
termined to destroy me, because no degree of 
human forbearance can propitiate her intolerable 
pride, no degree of submission soften her unre- 
lenting temper. What I have endured to gain 
the confidence and good* will of that girl ! and how 
is my labour lost I" 
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I conld almost have smiled at the gross and even 
ludicrous self-delusion which made Jane imagine 
her interested flattery, and mean compliances/ 
friendship and affection ill and ungratefully re- 
quited. 

*< Ruin you, Jane I'* I said ; << I trust no such 
thing is in her power, though she were wicked 
enough to form such a design. What do you 
mean ?" 

" Yon well know what I mean, Miss Harding ; 
it is too late to affect disguse." 

** I have indeed heard that the memhers of this 
household, and the gossiping country neighbours, 
attribute to you strange projects of ambition, which 
may indeed ruin you, if contempt and aversion be 
ruin ; I have heard that they misconstrue — I trust 
it is so— your character into one of refined artifice, 
and consummate duplicity.*'— -<< Go on," she cried, 
'' I am aware of it all ; — ^they impute to me the 
meanness of pretending affection for the Lady Jane, 
and of insinuating myself into her confidence to fa- 
cilitate- bolder designs. It is false, I never loved 
her;*' — ^I smiled at this superfluous declaration; 
<' and now,— -cold-hearted, proud, insolent, insnlu 
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ing girl, — ^if there be one being on earth I hate 
with a perfect hatred, 'tis Jane Aolmerle. Yes, it 
is, it most be so, for I have feelings, pride, will, as 
strong as the best of ye, — ay, perchance deeper, 
fiercer ; — and here has Fortune placed me to be 
spumed and bnffetted. Bat what designs are 
impnted to me ? To scheme for my lady's cast 
gown, — or to bait my hooks for her father's coronet? 
I thank them for their nobler opinion of me. Yoa 
are aware, Jane, that snch reports are spread by 
my designing enemies to ruin me, to deprive me 
of the patronage of my noble, generous benefactor, 
and the countenance of his friends, and of your 
family^ which would be so much to me in enter- 
ing on my arduous profession." 

There was a tour de theatre in the close of this 
speech^ which baffled my straight forward under^ 
standing. Jane was silent for a few seconds, then 
raising her head, she sighed out^ " What would 
I give for a true friend at this most critical time. 
— ^I thought that you also hated Jane Aulmerle« 
Have you not ambition, Jane, rather to appear in 
the character of the Marchioness of that name, or 
as the chosen friend and distinguished companion 
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of the MaithiondMi thao as the dependent of that 
prond girl ?" 

'' My ambition to-night does not lead me beyond 
appearing in liiy own oharaeter. I have to ¥rrite 
tny mother^ and shttll be kte/' I said^ I fear angri- 
ly. Tlins rebuffed^ Jane left me; bat> in a few 
minutes^ my old Mend the sculptor e$me, eoihmis- 
sioned by the Marquis to bring me down stairs. 
I complied with reluctance. Miss Ford now stood 
surrounded by a circle of gentlemen^ ▼yiag witfi 
tech other in c^mplimisnts and attentions to the 
fair actiiess whom a fbw hours before they had 
censured so freely. 

Forgetdngy or laying aldde the reeollectidn of 
our late meeting, she gdntly broke from ^is drde 
of adorers, won her easy, gliding way towards 
me, wound her arm within mine, and whispered^ 
^ I have resolved to give up the character of Lady 
Jane Grey to you, Jane. You will appear in it 
to such advantage, and do it such justice ;'* and in 
a lower whisper, <« Pendarves is to personate 
young Dudley ; the last scene is now exqiusitdy 
pathetic/' 

Even this bribe did not move me ; and as the 
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Marquis approached us, I fbuud courage or re- 
•entment to say, ^'I don't care who personates 
young' Dndey, or any one else ; the character I 
tan most sdidtous about is that of Jane Harding ; 
it b that I would wish to play properly at the pre- 
Mflut momenty if I knew how/* 

** Play that part as your nactural genius dictates, 
JanO) and I am sure yon will do it well, if not 
wisdy/' said tiie Marquis. <' And here is Miss Ford 
jAout to enseottoe herself in the ruff of Elisabeth. 
I om only wish her a more gallant Leicester than 
myself^'^-Can none of yon young men take the part 
0f iioicester, for Miss Ford's Eliasabeth?" Of course 
no one oonld pretend to the princely eharaeter of 
the loTer of Eflisabeth, in competition with their 
noMe host* 

** Misi Ford is TOry good toghre up her origpinal 
part to me, my lord ; but I must be excused ; I 
shall have gone home before the play is performed, 
eren if I did not now hate theatricals.'* 

Hie Marquis stared, and then smiled,-— looked 
round, and taking my arm led me away to the far- 
ther extremity of the apartment^ followed, 1 ddnbt 
BO^ by the eyes of Jane Ford. 
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'< What is wrong, Jane ? who has offended yon ? 
has my danghterbeen shewing her imperioos tem« 
per to yon also ? what has grieved yon ?— who has 
offended or insnited yon ?— in this honse who shall 
dare to do so, while I am its master ?" 

<< O^ no one, no one, my lord» has offended me/' 
]L cried, affected by his kindness. '' Lady Jane has 
even been kinder to me than before; if I have any 
grief it is for her, not caused by her ;<— if I have 
^ny relnctanoe to go home it is for her sake akme." 

<<Soshe was not always very kind," he said; 
" yon blab truths, Jane, in spite of yourself. Lady 
Jane is, to be snre, an object of deep compassion ^ 
cruelly compelled, as I am determined she shall 
be, to act like a reasonable creature, to shew the 
duty of a daughter, and the complaisance of a 
friend, to cnrb her abominable temper, and con- 
duct herself as becomes her age and sex." 

<< O, not for that, my lord I not for that I pity 
her; but " 

I hesitated and blushed ; and smiling, with some 
Jiumour he whispered with affected mystery, <' But 
for that other delicate affair at which Jane hinted. 
It 18 indeed shocking to think how much young 
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ladieB are doomed to suffer through their horrid 
papai." 

^< O, my lord, can yoa talk thus in mockery of 
iier feelingfs !" I cried ont ere I was aware* <' If 
yoo ooold bat witness her distress at losing, your 
jregard ; at seeing yoo — ^pardon my presqmption 
<— think of a connexion of this strange kind* My 
mother will be so grieved ; my father will break 
his heart;" and I gasped as if I had inadvert- 
endy uttered a spell which was to raise a spirit. 
** You are a bold little girl, Jane ; but I like you 
the better for speaking truth to me ; — I believe you 
bave always done so to my daughter. Here» Charl- 
jton/' he cried to Mr. Pendarves' tutor> and he held 
me fast till his friend approached; ** Can you guess 
the subject of our conference, — ^Little Jane is rating 
me soundly for my bad taste in beauties. Lady 
Jane has put it into her head, as her own is full of 
the notion^ that cross old fathers are of no use but 
to save fortunes for their fair young daughters.'' 

<< Oh, my lord, don't say so, — fortune is the least 
thought of Lady Jane ; nor^ I am certain, did she 
^ver dream of interfering with your freedom of 
choice ; only this unsuitable—" He briskly inter- 
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ropted mef iaying, '< What ! Ad vol Lady Jitao 
henelf commend Miss Ford to my affectioiili^ by 
endowing her with eirery gtKid qiiality» erery 
eharm nnder heaven, bm long m hj flattery tht 
WM able to retain my daoghter^a capricioiii fkv^ 
oar. How nnjost she was toyonrselfy Jhm^-^^ 
bow mikind to her poor goremees^ on the same 
iMore/' 

^ She sees with oHier eyes now, my lord." 
^ But is it not too late? How can I recede from 
<he engagement which Lady Jane and yourself, 
besides MademoiseUe and Mrs. WUte, an some* 
bow so wen aware of, Ibongh I certainly never 
breamed a syllable abont it, I do admire the nn*^ 
lailing instinct by which the sex, even in inftmey, 
^•cents out snch afturs ; here are Chariton and the 
other gentlemen never would have found me ontk 
Now you see how I am placed,— -one Jane stoutfy 
holding, anolber gently pulling, the third wOling to 
aid the first ; but having, I hope^ too high a sense 
of honour to think of breaking the soil, yet strong 
lies by which she perceives I am hdd, to the a- 
miable friend she also so warmly recommended to 
my favour." 
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s. 

** I shall for ever repent it/' I cried. ** It was 
g^reat preemption in me either to form or give an 
opinion in so momentons an affair/' 

** Besides^ Jane, since what my daughter calls my 
< infktnated admiration/ has not, it seems, escaped 
yoa» more than herself, neiAer can your joint pen- 
etration hare failed to diseover the amiable parti** 
ality with which Miss Ford hononrs me." 

*< It is all pretence, my lord,**mere seeming." 

He smiled, and added, ** I cannot make np my 
mind to break the fond heart of my fitde Juliet, 
even to please my daughter." 

I was disconcerted and proroked by this strain 
of conversation, and by the suppressed ridicule 
which lurked in the eye of the speaker. I hasten* 
ed away, and mingled my tears with those of Lady 
Jane. She informed me that her father had not 
been very unkind to her, but had said so much of 
her temper, of paternal authority, and of his right 
to choose for himself, to judge of his own happiness, 
and to restrain his daughter in her conduct, that 
she no longer had any hope. '' Every one in the 
family is already changed to me/' said she, with 
proud tears,— <' every one, save yourself, Jane, 
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.and poor Mademoiselle. You beard how that saacy, 
insolent Pendarves spoke of me, — ^the portic^nless 
Jane Anlmerle is a different being, I find, from the 
great heiress. You heard him invite the minion 
to Innch at his house, no doubt to be introduced to 
his mother as a bride-elect. Mrs. Pendarves is so 
respectable, and well-connected, and so proper a per- 
son forsooth, that the Marchioness, under her wing^ 
may fly to any height, to court even. But all is no- 
thing to that Tile, ungrateful Martha, for whom I 
have done and suffered so much. I declare, Jane, 
— and I am ashamed to tell it, — ^that I have often, 
when a child, stolen tea and brandy for her, from 
Mrs. White, with my own honourable hands. Good 
heavens, the base set I have lived among ! Well 
may Pendarves sneer at my domestic education. 
And now this wretched woman has been soliciting 
Jane Ford to take her niece as her waiting-maid. 
Thus am I repaid." 

I offered what consolation I could, and warmly 
acquitted Pendarves, whose severity of observation 
had been fully as pointed at former tioies as now« 
I think Lady Jane listened with pleasure to his 
vindication. 
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^ How I wish that I were yonng enough to go 
to school," coDtinued the young lady. " If my^ 
father would only solicit your mother to take me 
to lire with you, — ^perhaps it is not yet too late for 
me to improve myself/' 

There was warmth and cordiality in the embrace 
my godmother and myself exchanged on this night. 

But too soon, as I deemed, I received the answer 
of my letter to London. My sister congratulated 
me on the approaching gaieties of Anlmerle House. 
She said my mother was peculiarly rejoiced at 
the intended match^ as it must prove the salvation 
of Lady Jane. Since my visit had drawn to such 
a length already, my mother had no objection to 
my remaining with her ladyship till the Marquis 
and Marchioness returned from their marriage tour 
to the North. I was farther informed that» though 
the Marquis had been kind enough to mention that 
I was to have the honour of being one of the 
bridemaids, and had requested her to order my 
dresses the same as those of Lady Jane, my mo- 
ther thought proper to interfere with this arrange- 
ment, and select somediing for me for the wedding, 
as becoming, but far cheaper. My father, who wa^ 
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reTisiDg the marriage lottkmentt, was to bring ny 
dretses down himadfy and to take diarge of the Mar- 
ohionesa's diamonds, thoogh, perhaps, as she would 
be little abroad in the country, they might lie with 
the jeweller till she was presented* ^^ And now, 
Jane, I most tell you more secrets," amliiuied my 
sister. *^ The Marqnis wished to make yon a pre- 
sent, on his marriage, to an amount that my frther 
and mother would not hear of,-— not less, I believe, 
than £500, either in jewels or fonded money. This 
you will not care about, I daresay, so mpch as yon 
ought ; but yon will be gratified to learn, that, he 
added, he was sure he could not gratify your old 
friend, his Jane, more than by kindness and atten- 
tion to yourself. He tells my mother that he now 
regrets that indolence, which the world, when in 
the yein, calls good-nature, which has made him, 
fiMT so many years, retain poor Mademoiselle about 
his daughter,^ — a plague and a laughing-stock ; 
but that as Lady Jane is to be henceforth under 
the sole control of the Marchioness, with such as- 
sistants as she may appoint for her daughter, he 
wishes to tmnuity the Frenchwoman, and baye her 
out of the house before his marriage. She has long 
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been, he aayt, if not lus greatest domeatic tonnenty 
yet his most teasing pl«gae.'* 

How I got to the end of this letter I cannot telU 
I sat staring on the ebaracters when Lady Jane 
Qiine to seek me to go down stairs with her. Sh^ 
said she now dreaded being alone in the breakfast* 
parloor with her fiilher and Jane Ford. She was 
certain she oonld not eommand her temper, if eyen 
Pendarres flirted with that minion ; bnt that when 
she became the objeet of her father's attentions of 
gallantry, she felt tempted to strike her down. 
** Now, Jane/' she added, ** boisterons as I am, with 
more of the blood of King Hal than the milk and 
water of my imputed ancestress, Jane Orey, in my 
veins, I have not lifted my hand since yon came to 
Bs, I think ; and yon must save the female peerage 
the disgrace of my personally inflicting mannal 
chastisement np<m her.** 

. '< Yon most accustom yonrself to look forward 
to this OTent,'' said I. And she cried, ** What 
event? Jane, there is something wrong." She 
snatched the letter on which I gased from my 
hands, and ran it over as if her glowing eyes wonld 
ha«e scorched the pap^. 
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I expected a scene of violence, and was aston* 
ished at her calm self-commaiid. She was sileat 
for a time. 

^* Then Jane/' said she, '< it is all over, and I 
have neither home nor father." She winked to 
shake o£F the one heavy drop which slowly collect^ 
ed under her eyelash. All her faultSi her pride, 
her caprice, her self-will, were forjfotten at this 
moment; and my heart bled for her sorrows, and 
throbbed with indignaition at her wrongs. 

^* What is bitterest, Jane, I fear that I have 
brought much of this upon myself; had I been the 
daughter, the girl I ought to have been, my fa- 
ther might not so far have forgotten himself 1*' I 
would not allow that her faults merited so cruel a 
punishment ; and for myself, I passionately vowed 
that I should be no bride maid on any such occa- 
sion. I would accept of no present, wear no 
bridal dress, and the friendship of the future Mar- 
chioness I for ever disclaimed. How could the 
Marquis, supposing his doating affection carried 
himself to such humiliating extremity, talk of plac- 
ing his woman-grown daughter under the sole 
control of a person of her own age, and of inferior 
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condition. While I indulged in these yagaries, Lady 
Jane sat in meditation. << Jane/' she at length saidy 
<< I have bnt one last stakes-will you support me in 
playing it ?** 

<< To the death,*' I exclaimed ; and now, thought 
I, << wo between us to the Marquis." 

<^ I have pride enough, and to spare," said the 
young lady, '< yet shall my father know that I will 
spare myself no mortification, which may save him 
the misery, the in&my of such an alliance. He 
believes — I am ashamed to speak it— this artful girl 
enamoured of his person. How our own vanity, 
Jane, entangles the coils which artifice weaves 
around us I If this minion be capable of loving 
any one, 'tis at least not he, nor aught about him, 
save his fortune and his title. How would the 
pride of my noble father brook for a rival the 
stage-struck Dick, the apprentice, transformed into 
Osmyn, or Don Felix ? " 

I became impatient for what was to follow. 
<< You must have observed," continued Lady Jane, 
'' about three months since, my continual closetings 
with Jane Ford, our eveirlasting t6te-a-tetes, and 
rambles early and late. It was about the tinie 

u 
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tlurty OB faor •EgfMtioEt I wtm nbod wHhihe iloak 
of fitting op tiio Giiineso ro<»i in the dairy-Iioiite/' 
This waa a pfotty nutio i^NMrtnieDt^ wUoh i^adj 
Jane had got papered in the Chinese styloy and 
fitted np witk all the antique storoa whiek ahe 
fancied from the liimbcr''toora, and opnaoseifted 
inth the mipitrflaoiia Mandarina^ Jaesea, beakers, 
odd-loc^ilig gisotesqae Tessels^ China inoBatara» 
and Japanf and oilier n mk naa k mi €i «fiiwmdatoA im 
the maaaion bf fomer whimaioal ladies* TUa van 
het ptttiie THmmmi tmd. hero ahe haU her female 
5O0OH^ or eoteffie, and gave tea» and reaeiveddnoenae* 
Mademoiseile and mjneH had rarelf been admitted 
teithe hommKt of joining these parties^ at whHh» 
howdver, it seemed less proper Tisit«ra had bean 
veceUedc 

<< I wUl^ not eonleBs that Jane Ford ha»been 
Me to deoehre me to any great exteaV' nan- 
tinned the Lady Jane,, ''yet when in the Park we 
first met the low and impudent adventurer* after- 
wards arade known to me as^ Sir Harry VemoB^* 
.«^0od save tiie mark I--^^! belioTed they met aa: en- 
tire strangers." Bot I mu^ abridge the nacaa- 
tliie el Lirfy Jaae^ whom iad^natioa mate both 
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diffnse and wmrm* By the address of Jane Ford 
it had been discovered that Sir Harrj Vernon^ a 
young gentleman well known to the Lady Jane by 
name, as he had often been spoken of by her conr- 
tien as a fit match for the heiress, had assumed the 
tcavelling name of BelviHe, mainly to see herself, 
withoat being recognised, and pardy to indulge a> 
stage-slnidc faney, and perplex his guardians and 
tator, from whom he had eloped. He was now 
the JSr9i man in tragedy, and the crack man in 
comedy, ctf the stnrflkig company in the neighbour- 
ing market tewn^ the admiration of its beauty and 
£uhf on, the genteel youth drewing by him, and the 
girls filling in lore by doaens. A story somewhat 
similar to that insinuated by Jane Ford, was, in 
£set, ouivent among the* town's people ; only the 
name of their hero was Agar-— the Honourable 
Captain Agar. Jane could not prcosely disoorer, 
she said) which name was the true oae,f<— << no doubt 
be was somebody — ^that was plain—eonfirmed be* 
yend doubt by his equivocal smiling denials." 

The parties met frequently in the park, near the 
dttiry-honse, which Mr. Belrille daily hauntnd^ 
tSi a fttTonrable heavy shower, and the polite ofinr 
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of an umbrella^ procured him the entrie. of the 
Chinese boudoir. 

** Fool as I am, Jane/' resumed her ladjrshipy 
<* I was not for one ten minutes deceived in the 
Honourable Captain Agar. At our first interriewa 
l^e had been civil and respectful enough; and I 
dare saf he still wished to be so, but the intoxica- 
tion of vanity betrayed him. I soon perceived that 
our stage-struck youth was a mere v.ulgar, ranting, 
impudent coxcomb, without education or manners. 
O ! how inferior to the arch, demure, litltle Jane i 
I believe she began to dread my penetration. At 
some of his aggravated cockneyisms of sentiment, 
as well as those habitual ones of expression which 
slipped out inadvertently, I fancied I once perceiv- 
ed her making signals of caution to our Romeo ;«- 
but you know her address — she at once turned off 
these motions into ridicule. That I should have 
been such a downright idiot, as, with my eyes 
open, to continue a clandestine intercourse, which, 
if open and unrestrained, I would have spumed, is, 
I presume, another consequence of my domestic 
education. Jane, also, who well knows my temper, 
began to offer opposition, the sure method to .con-i 



HJOH LIFB. 309 

firm me in my perverse coarse; or perhaps her 
present game was opening ;*-she might begin* to 
think it of more advantage to herself to preserve 
than to ruin the daughter of her patron, especiany 
as she must be involved in the common destruction, 
or left with no hope, save the fickle favour of her 
she had betrayed. Whether Jane had any favour- 
ite purpose to serve, or that her alarm when I be- 
gan to receive the billets of my absurd adorer, 
without her intervention, quickened her prudence, 
I cannot tell ; but the reluctance she betrayed to 
accompany roe to the little theatre, whither I was 
urged at once by the spirit of contradiction, and 
the love of adventure, appeared quite natural. I 
was not, however, so foolish as to let our joint- 
stock admirer know that I purposed, secretly, to 
honour his benefit. 

« My father fortunately, as I prudently thought, 
had company, and the established excuse of a head* 
ach gave me free opportunity to indulge my whim. 
Jane secured the key of the hornbeam gate, which 
entrance to the park is, as you know, very rarely 
used ; and the under-groom agreed to furnish us 
with ponies and attend us to the town. There wasi 
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fometlung exce0ding1y exciting in the Afidr; it 
was indeed rerj like the rehearsal of an elope- 
ment. During our pony-««ce mj spirits were 
high and bold; bntonoe seated in <the hoase/ as 
the bam is called, and, to aroid sosptoion, sep»- 
Tated from Jane, I became snffimently mtcamloit- 
able. To add to mj distress, in Uiis wretched littfe 
place, where no one coold remtun concealed, I per- 
ceived not only that oar Romeo recognised me^ 
but that the vanity of the pappy enUrely orercame 
his discretion, and helped to disappoint the designs 
he was presamptooas enough to form. Tliat Lady 
Jane Animerle, constrained by his * beaotifid 
eyes^* had been induced to ^sit the theatre tnon^- 
itito, was a trinraph not to be concealed, thoogh 
the avowal shonld^ven pnt to^uuiard his hopes on 
her person and fortune. His ranting speeches, so 
palpably directed to the place where I sat, and 
which at another time wonld have a£Porded me iih 
finite mirth, became provoking and alarming, 
especially when one gentleman after another, loun- 
gers in this miserable place of amnsement^ bmshed 
past me, peering under the slouch bonnet with 
which Jane had invested my aristocratic brows. 



I wonld hare ghren Ihe world to hwre bean ml 
hoBe, for mj i«q»iidont Borneo, beoomiog moro 
and more inattentive to Jiis jpart^ and to bb drawls 
ing Jnlieti now eo regularly addressed bie love** 
ep«ecbes to my box* as the pillory wiai called 
where I sat impaled, that bis devotion eonldjio 
longer be mistaken. How eordjally I wbbed bim 
eon iatkoms deep in .the vadlt of all the Capolets ! 
Ab eld genideman>on my right gave me most luv- 
•aainess ; I had • vision gf a WjeatbeK^heatea.maiPi 
rine offioer, seen ages ago, or it might be weeks 
only, so grandly oblivions hare I been to sach 
vecoUeotiens, with whom Mr. Charlton ted con- 
versed on terms of kindness and intimacy, .in 
my presence. It was, in feet, in the bookseUer^s 
abop of this same town. More than onoe be con- 
trived to see the face of bis left-hand neigbb^vr, 
,aaid looked as if his bumble memory were much 
naore elear and distinct than hers* Howl wished, 
Jfane, that you had been with me I and how thank- 
4al I was when that tattered green curtain dropt ! 
JInt not yet was the penance of folly past. Neither 
;powes:nor groom were to be found* Our Borneo 
bad managed this, I snppose ; and being not only 
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the faToarite of the town, but, as I told yoa, the 
crack mah of the company, and the man of all work, 
he most perform jn the Entertainment, and I most 
witoen it. * Vernon has recognised yoy,' whis- 
pered Jane, who stole towards me: <he has sent 
me a note saying so, and that he insists on attend- 
ing as home ; — ^he cannot exist under the idea of 
your flying aUme by night : bat,' said she, in a tone 
that made my aristocratic, blood boil with disdain, 
* we mast wait a little, as he must appear in the 
entertainment/ 

'< Sir Harry Vernon,— the HonoaraUe Captain 
Agar — mu8t appear^ against his own inclination, in 
this wretched village bam, and I must witness it ! " 
Jane left me, and I was now in the hot fit of a 
regular attack of dreadfully bad temper — ^it is vain 
to deny that. I called her back, and she crept to- 
wards me, in her ordinary guise of meek sobmission, 
mildly saying that she was here, in the same di- 
lemma with myself, though only in obedience to 
my absolute commands. I allow, Jane, that nei- 
ther reason nor truth might, in ray vein, have paci- 
fied me, but this hollow pretence only served to 
aggravate my humour;. and, looking very wroth, 
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I TOwed that if we did not get away in ten mintttes 
I would run out of the house, and walk back alone 
to Aulmerle Park. Jane soothed, entreated, and 
counselled me^ and I sat on, unable to help myself* 
To increase my embarrassment, my next neigh- 
bour became more and more attentive to my mo- 
tions, and, as a trap, I presume, suddenly whisper- 
ed, * Would your ladyship favour me with a sight 
of your bill of the play ?* I at once fell into the 
snare — the tortured, twisted paper I held in my 
hand, was tendered, ere Jane, with ready address, 
whispered aloud, << Do pray. Miss Smithy make a 
little way,'* and pushing up on the bench, gave me 
time to recollect myself. My old neighbour re- 
turned the tattered bill, which he had opened 
up with caution, to examine, with; the aid of his 
spectacles, the name of our hero. With a bow of 
g^eat meaning, he thanked me for the loan, ^t 
length, to my infinite relief, the Entertainment 
dosed, and Romeo, still in the dress of some ban- 
dit chief or other, had flown round to join us in 
that dim-lighted passage through which we groped, 
whispering rapturous thanks for the condescension 
■—entreating we would honour him for a few mi- 
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iuittfy wkOe the ponim were got out « at a«aall 
yefeetien— not at « the Star and Garter/ but hk 
oim hamUe lodging — hk landlady was a deceal^ 
good sort of creaSnre*' Imagine my in4ig^atM»a ! 
* Onkj hia friend Edward Adolplras Q4Ha» who 
had perfomed County Paris, was to be present.' 

** If not prudent, Jaae, yon wfll own I a«i passion* 
ate enough* I pushed into the «treet*-»np, aloqg, 
-^without looking to right or lefl^ niy overawed 
attendants following me. I knew I was sm tk» 
homeward road ; I disdained to think that ereajtewos 
ao despieaUe could, would, or ducst offer obstrso- 
tion or opposition to my sovereign will. In tlve 
Isae where the groom and ponies were to be ia 
waiting at the end of the play, was, to he sure^ the 
groom, much intoxicated, bnt not quite depriv^ed 
of his reason, as he was damning himself but he 
would stand by his lady ; giving me to under- 
stand that he had hitherto been prevented from 
naming to me, and had burst away by foifce of aima. 
{ was driven to my wits' end, and pansiug for a few 
seconds, to gain breath and time for reflection, my 
attendants, or pursners, I know not whieh to caU 
them, came up, Jane with tears entrealiQg my 6u> 
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bearaaoet and my adoring Belrilie deprecating my 
displeasure by erery form of protestation. They 
were followed by a chaise, whi«h halted in the lane 
*-"<lie had taken the freedom to order this con- 
Veyance — he would fordiwitli expire under the 
idea of exposing me to the night air-*-it would 
take na to the hornbeam gate, and all would be 
wen.' 

*^ The drunken groom, who, stupified as he waa» 
•till rctoined some glimmer of understanding, saved 
me the trouble of refusing this conveyance, lie 
swore his lady shoidd go into no coach, ohajjr, wain, 
or car, that night ; that he weokl defend her to the 
last drop of his blood— < that, to be sore, she had a 
devil of a temper — a chip of the old block for that; 
bat for all that she was my lord's daughter; ' and 
a challenge to a boxing-match passed in terms I do 
not choose toTememher, betweenmy champion and 
my admirer. '< I acorn to think/' oootinued 4iho 
haughty lady, drawing henelf up on heraea^ 
** that those de^iciible creatures, In whose power 
I had placed myself, durst have imagined violence 
-—no, no: they were too base, too cowardly to 
have attempted aught save by fraud and tridcery. 
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If however, placed myself against the wall, and 
▼owed I would not stir from that spot, save on my 
own horse — or my own feet ; I commanded them 
to leave me with Jane, and I told her that I would 
walk back to the town, till our ponies were found. I 
presume I must have conquered single-handed ; yet 
I knew not whether to rejoice or grieve when an 
unexpected ally, or champion, appeared in the per- 
•on of my late neighbour in the theatre, the old, 
•battered half-pay, who bad followed us, and over-' 
heard the altercation. 

^'^ Yon wish to reach your home, madam ? — your 
father's house? — will you confide in me so far as 
to place yourself and your friend under my pro- 
tection ? — I will see you safely horned 

<< With entire confidence and thankfulness," I re- 
plied, << I place myself and my friend in the hands 
of a gentleman — of one known, also, or I am de- 
ctived, to some of my friends/' My protector 
bowed, and said to the other party, <^ You may re- 
turn to your lodgings, gentlemen — your services 
are unnecessary for this night." They sneaked 
back, County Paris muttering that his friend Bel- 
ville had urged him hither — he, for liis part, knew 
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nothing of the afiair. Disgnsted as I had been, 
I was still more provoked to see onr pitiful Romeo 
so easily cowed. He bristled up for a minute, hot 
my veteran defender, tncking me very coolly, as I 
thought, under his e£Fective arm, merely bade him 
* begone*' Jane Ford trembling dung to the other 
arm, or sleeve, and in this order we quitted the field. 
Oh the bathos of such rencounters I The post-boy 
with his empty chaise now began to clamour about 
« who was to pay him and his 'orses ? *' I knew 
not whether to cry or laugh — I suppose all our 
purses were alike empty, but my champion, being 
known to the postilion, had credit He handed 
us into the chaise, and followed us:— -we drove 
on in silence for a few miles, before I tried to 
make my confused acknowledgments* Jane then 
artfully insinuated, that she had been forced into 
this frolic, in spite of her better judgment ; and I 
think the honest old soldier believed, her. <It 
is past now,' he said ; ' I shall find means to make 
those strolling puppies silent, though it should be 
by cropping out their impudent tongues*' In short, 
the veteran behaved to me with the greatest deli« 
cacy, and, I have no doubt, honour. I shall be 
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oklifed to hiiD whHe I lire. And now for Ae die- 
ntmemenif as my- old assooiatei would, term it^--* 
Next erening m j maid broogfat me a paoke^ with 
all those marks of seerecy waitiag geatiewonuHi 
Kke so weU to assmnc^ whispering that it had been 
eonided to^ her by the serrant of Captein » 

my half-pay Tetema protector, wish osdefs to 
CMHiTey it to my own hands. It enelosed die wliola 
eerrespeMhawe of Jane Ford with the ^ soi^isami 
Vernon, from the time she had lelt Londes till the 
day of oar attending the theatre, of which parpoaa 
Ae had secrstly iqBprised him t-— Predonv revciah 
tion 1 I believe she has no sa^idon whaterer of 
my being possessed of this record of her infamy and 
treachery, and of my own mad fMy ; if she had^ 
she wwild still beMeve she had me toe mndi in her 
power to dread disolosnres* How tittle' Ae knows 
my strain ! Here are those preeioos letters^ Jane ; 
•^mine^ it appears, are in the safo oostody of this 
areh*traitressy ready to SFppear against me if I shdl 
dare to whisper ai^ht that displeases her. firea 
this I will braire'-*-proad as I am called-^'*siBoe no- 
thing short of this will open the eyes of my iofii- 
tnated father/' ^ 
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I betame alnwst skk as Ladj Jane ii«at on 
htdignantly repeating the language employed in 
^is correspoadence^ iir speaking ei lienelfi and tlie 
Bokemes and hopes formed in relation to her fa* 
ther. I knew not what to adrise ; and I ended the 
eofiferenee at tbia time, by sof^esting diat Lady 
Jane sbooU eithmr put herself into the handa of 
Mr* Charltoa^ the old, tried ^friend of the fanulyi 
and a man of honour and sense, who praeticaUy 
knew the world, or into those of the Hononrable 
Mrs. Pendarves, for whim I knew the Marquis had 
the highest esteem. We, howe^rer, came to no 
oonclnsieii ; or rather, the breakfiut bell interrupted 
the conference. 

The gentlemen, wlien we entered tlie breakfast- 
room, were hnstiy engaged with the newspapers. 
Pendarvea alose lounged at a window, playing 
with a Httie ^aoiel belot^ing to Laily Jane, hair- 
ing seduced its affections from ita lawful mistress. 
Mademoiselle was to him a conttnoal huti aad 
source of amusement ; not that ho^erier treated her 
with rndeneas or inciriiity; on the contrary, he 
delighted to aggraimle her hwaoara by what he 
called /M^ils gainif and g^Uanl flatteries ; wiiA she 
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was not qnite conrinced were paid altogether to 
herself individually, but yet considered herself well 
entitled to receive as gonvemante ; as one in the 
place of mother to his future bride, and as the po- 
lisher of his own manners. To him it did not appear 
needful that any one besides himself should either 
perceive or enjoy the fund of amusement Made- 
moiselle's absurdities'" at all times aflPorded ; so 
that bystanders were often at a loss to decide whe- 
ther his homage were serious or mockery. It was 
probably like the homage paid by many men to 
many ladies, convertible, according to circum- 
stances, into either sense, at the caprice of the 
bestower. 

It was one of Mademoiselle's immutable privi* 
leges in the family to deal out co£Fee to the Mar- 
quis at breakfast^ and he often waited her endless 
morning demi-toiletto with patience he never would 
have shown in the case of any reasonable woman, 
of whatever rank. 

« Do you think it would be possible, little Jane," 
said he, on the present morning, smiling to me over 
his Courier, '< to smuggle me a cup of any liquid 
without Mademoiselle knowing or 8a<p«otbg ?" 



V 
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'< Don't attempt it, my lord/' cried Pendarves, who 
seemed to fancy this petty tyranny one of Made- 
moiselle's most amusing points. '< She would cer- 
tainly poison Miss Harding to-morrow as an usur- 
per^ and yourself as a traitor to French coffee. — 
But here she comes ! — and in snch a sort !*' The 



speaker ran out of the room, but returned on tip- 
toe, following Mademoiselle, who flung herself 
into a chair in the most violent emotion, every one 
crowding round her with questions. << Was it a mad 
dog had chased her ?-*or the bull, whose bellowings 
threw her into fits though heard two miles off, 
and with the security of three walls and a ha-ha ?" 

" Non, non, non I — vorser and vorser !" cried the 
lady. 

<< I am afraid the mad dog has not only met but 
bit her," whispered the Marquis. *< My dear Ma- 
demoiselle^ pray compose yourself; in what shape 
has the alarming apparition appeared to you, which 
has only cooled our coffee P*' 

" A gentleman, mi lord — of grand toilette«^yat 
yon call dandi, Mr. Pendarf." 

^ Ah, Mademoiselle, I" cried Pendarves archly ; 
*< and the dandi had well-nigh whisked yon into 

X 
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the coach and six waiting without the Park pales ?' 
— ^^And yoabeholddat?— non — ^nisix — ^ni qoatre— 
bat rat yon call boggy ; yon think he make devoirs 
to me :— no snch ting — sor Thonnear. L*insolent ! 
I give Moofti de airing," and here she paused to 
caress the ugly poodle so honoured. ** Moofti, he 
run down the fillebeard walks ; I call Moofti, Moof- 
ti ; out spring mon dandi, and catch me $o—plambe; " 
— and she dipped^ stretching out her skinny arms to 
clasp Pendanres^ who stood the demonstration heroi- 
cally.— « I see you, he cry, you, ma belle ange-*a]K— 
h.-^h — ^h I non, dat old French Titch ; yes, he call 
me yitch, vitch — old vitch I-— bete — insolent." Ma- 
demoiselle drummed rapidly with her little feet on 
the carpet till part of her fury escaped by this me- 
dium ; then, brought somewhat to her senses by the 
smile some of her hearers couldnot suppress, she rose 
with dignity^ saying, ** Pray, pray. Monsieur Pen- 
darf be so troublesome as ring de bell ?*' — ** Nay, had 
I not better sally forth, seek and chastise on the spot 
the recreant knight, whose unhallowed lips durst term 
a fair lady a witch ?"-«« I am afraid the time is 
past," said Jane Ford, in one of her liquid whispers, 
*' even supposing the gentleman other than * an idle 
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eoinage of the brain/ the effect of the obliqae or 
double Tision of Mademoiselle." 

Mademoiselle had sharp ears, if her eyes 
were faulty — *' Vat yon was pleased to say, 
Miss Fort ? — dooble / ma fox I Dere be in dis 
monde here de dooble see^ and de dooble hear, 
and de dooble deal too, ma petite-^which be 
Yorser ?" Jane flashed to scarlet ; her eyes 
emitted one lightning flash, and were then veil- 
ed under their soft lids, her aspect becoming as 
mild, sweet, and composed as before. One suppli- 
cating look she cast on Pendanres^ as if beseeching 
him to remain, bat he was in the hamoar of ad- 
ventore, and seissing Mademoiselle's long Parisian 
knit scarf, he went off, rowing to drag the traitor 
to her feet Sn those silken fetters. 

Pendarres had not been gone ten minntes when 
he retnmed, leading in, by the scarf aroand his 
neck, a country oaf, whose comic fiice of amazement 
and open-mouthed horror, made an amusing con- 
trast with Mademoiselle's indignation at the profa- 
nation of her gamitnre. I know not how it chanced 
that my eye, amidst the general mirth, was attract- 
ed to Jane Ford, She sat writhing backwards on 
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her chairy as if to screen herself behind' i^e scnlp- 
tor, next to whom she was placed at the breakfast- 
table, her colour changing to every hne^ and fixing 
in a livid, leaden paleness. 

** I have not been able to catch the cintifF dandi. 
Mademoiselle," said Pendanres :—<<^ he must have 
hid himself in some of these filbert shells of the 
walk where he lay concealed ; but this, I have rea- 
son to believe, is his ambassador, or charge d^qf" 
faireSf bearing documents of high value and 
import. Single out your lady, and deliver, my 
friend. That is Miss Harding, if yon seek her." 

** Noa, sir — ^that she be'ent,*' resqponded the lad : 
— ** yon be her," — and he peered round to Jane 
Ford. — ** I seed she before," and he nodded to her. 

*' But the letters you bear are addressed to Miss 
Harding, fellow, — Miss Jane Harding ; — did yon 
not shew l^em to me but now ?" 

'^ And that be she : — good morrow. Miss : — I 
eomed to the old place — and this grand merry spark 
drawn me on fore the gentlefolks, willy nilly, as 
they say'n." 

Jane was now compelled to recognise her old 
acquaintance. She took— »she even snatched the 
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letters from him, and bade him retire. She thrust 
them hastily into her reticule, bowing to me, with 
a look of mach meaning, and yet in a hurried, agi- 
tated way. 

** Nay, why don't yon claim your own letters, 
Miss Harding ?" said Pendarves gravely. ** I beg 
pardon— perhaps I have gone too &r in introducing 
the messenger." 

** I have no letters — I expect none/' I cried, 
reddening and distressed. 
** Why, Mr. Pendarves, will yon meddle with ladies' 
matters ? — ^never heed him, Jane — ^I shall settle it 
all:— our letters are quite safe," she added, with 
forced gaiety and assumed composure; and she 
smiled intelligently to me. 

<< For me they may be so; — ^I know nothing 
of them nor of their bearer," I said, in displeasure. 
" Neither you do," rejoined Jane. ^* Pray^ pray, 
g^entlemen, let me beg your attention to your rolls 
and butter." The eyes of the Marquis were, Ifeli, 
fixed on me in curious scrutiny — so were those of 
my old friend, the sculptor, but more anxiously, 
ere he whispered me, " If those letters be address- 
ed to you, Jane, why are they not delivered to 
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yourself ?" — ** Because they are not for me — I 
know nothing of them.** 

« Very strange ! ■ v ery strange indeed that 
yon don't finish your breakfasts, gentlemen, and the 
horses at the door I** said Jane, forcing a laugh, and 
twisting the ribbons of her bag round her arm. 

<< Nay, thus I make prize of this intercepted 
Twopenny postbag," cried my old friend, striking 
his fork through the reticule, and pinning it to the 
table, where he smilingly held it down. '< Grood 
heavens!" cried Jane^ starting to her feet, and 
struggling to draw away her reticule — <' My Lord 
—-nay, sir, you cannot, as a gentleman, as the friend 

of Miss Harding's family" ** As the friend of 

Jane Harding I do this, Miss Ford," said he, very, 
solemnly ; and rising, I exclaimed *^ I thank you, 
— I have no concealments, no mysteries ; — ^if you 
love me clear me of all this I My lord — ^my dear 
sir— -open, read whatever is addressed to me — I en- 
treat it of your justice — ^nay of your mercy." 

<< Resume your seat. Miss Ford," said the Mar- 
quis sternly,—" sit down, Jane" — ^we both obeyed. 
Lady Jane drew near me, whispering " I think it 
won't be necessary to peachf-^he green bag will 
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do it.'* Her eye glanced in triamph to the detected 
culprit, who trembled so violently, that her very 
teeth chattered in their sockets. Deliberately my old 
friend took the packet, read aloud the address " To 
Miss Jane Harding, Anlmerle Park, to be given 
into her own hands,"-— and broke the seal. The 
first sentence threw the circle into astonishment — 
the next drew forth bursts of laughter from the 
gentlemen. — ** Adorable Marquise! you clever 
little devil ! so you have fairly hooked the Don. 
But I must rehearse from the night I last saw your 

beautiful eyes, alongside of the Semiramis in 

Theatre. For fear of any unlucky contre^temps I 
once more enclose to the girl Harding." 

'^ Enough," cried the Marquis, snatching the 
curious epistle which he laid down before Jane, 
...« My steward goes to London to-day to bring 
down my friend 'Harding, with a scroll of my mar- 
riage settlements. If it be perfectly convenient 
for Miss Ford, this I think will be a favourable 
opportunity for her returning to town." The 
parched lips of the wretched girl could not articu- 
late the words of thanks, which they mechanically 
moved as if to utter, though without any degree 
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of consciousness on the part of the speaker. She 
staggered as she rose, and I was t^rhigiiig forward 
to help hwy when Fendarres homaaely gave her 
his arm. A long embarrassed pause of silence 
followed their exit It was first broken by the 
Marquis. 

" Miss Ford is a young person of very consider* 
able talent/' he said^ — '* in the art of simulated pas* 
sion of great talent. I was vain enough to sup- 
pose thai in the histrionic art I was her master ; I 
find she has had earlier and abler instructors.*' 

" We have been rehearsing * All in the Wrong/" 
said Mr. Chariton, trying to give the conversation 
a lighter turn* 

<< With the afterpiece, or entertainment of the 
< Taming of the Shrew/ " cried Lady Jane, rais- 
ing her bright eyes, as Pendarves re-entered. 

<* Yes," said the Marquis, << and for the aUe 
support Miss Ford has given me in that afterpiece, 
I not only forgive her failure in the former play, but 
conceive myself largely her debtor — ^her pecuniary 
debtor to any extent Mrs. Harding shall ju^ 
prefer— -and in any mode which she considers best 
for the unhappy girL" 
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** Lest we go farther astray/* continued the 
Marquis^ '* I depute yon^ Mr, Charlton, to say a few 
words to the goodly company before the curtain drop 
*-particnlarly to little Jane, and to youi Pendanres, 
-—I must explain matters myself behind the scenes 
to my own Jane.*' He led his dai^fhter into a baek« 
ward apartment which opened by folding doors from 
the one we were ia; and the rest of the party dis- 
appearing, left Qs alone with Mr* Charlton. 

" The arrangemients of this family are no se- 
cret to you, Edward:— -I am sure Miss Harding is 
also aware that Mrs. Pendarves does my friend 
the Marquis the honour to accept of his hand. 
Their marriage has been settled for three months." 

^ Three months I" I exclaimed, and looked to 
Pendarres. 

*^ Yes, Jane, see how the old folks have cheated us. 
I am to hare the felicity of calling our Lady Jane 
Hster it seems ; I doubt not that I shall prove a 
most affectionate brother.** 

" You don't know yet what you may prove, 
young man,** said Mr. Charlton. 

« Nothing, I assure you, sir, that my betters spe- 
<2ulate upon, unless suter Jane turn out a very 
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difPerent woman from what she lately promised. 
If her friend Jane can certify to me, on honoar 
and conscience, at the end of our three years' pil- 
grimage abroad, that Lady Jane deserves me, I 
shall not break my poor mother's heart by making 
a TOW against her new daughter. My mother*s 
testimony I will not receive. She has set her soal 
on this alliance^ and I believe half marries herself 
to secure it.'' 

After rattling on in this serio-comic fashion, he 
took my hand, and siud more gravely, — '< I depend 
on you, Jane ; yon are Lady Jane's tried friend ; I 
have long marked your conduct to her ; — I have 
more judgment, I assure yon, than Mr. Charlton 
chooses to give me credit for. Be her friend 
being mine. I wish to gratify my poor mother. I 
also admire, I have ever admired, the beauty^ 
the spirit of Jane Aulmerle; — a spice of the 
devil I could forgive in a lady of rank, but Jane's 
intolerable arrogance no man should brook, were 
he but an English 4Sobbler, instead of an English 
gentleman. I admire her beauty, her talents, and 

the--the "— << Shall I help you out ?" cried his 

friend and tutor^ — << the many little and great fit- 
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nesseSy and conveniences that recommend this 
match, — these you value as a man of sense ; hnt as 
a man of sense, and honour, and principle, yon can- 
not for a moment balance against those higher qaali- 
ties" — " Which I consider indispensable in a wife," 
interrapted the yoang man. " Now, Jane, you see 
it all ; — I am to be off to-morrow morning. Though 
it is vastly pleasant to have one's mother made a 
Marchioness^ and though I take heaven to wit- 
ness, there is no man I esteem more than my 
Lord Anlmerle-*-yet somehow — Well, no matter 
about this. You will tell me, on my return, if 
Lady Jane deserves me. Yon laugh, but deserves i» 
the very word ; and if there be an^*- chance of a 
reasonable man making her happy.''-— While he 
talked aloud in this strain the Marquis called me 
into the inner room. He sat on a couch with his 
daughter, her face resting on his shoulder. I saw 
that she had been weeping ; but I hoped that the 
scalding drops which fell silently, were neither those 
of anger nor of a very bitter sorrow. Her father re- 
signed his place to me, and Lady Jane buried her 
face in my neck, while her clasped arms wound 
round me^ As soon as she came a little to herself, 
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and foand that we were alone^ she whispered vebe- 
mently*-^' It is all over, Jane — an evil, much, much 
less than I lately anticipated: — ^my father has been 
kind, very kind to me*-*hnt still it is a hard, hard 
thing to lose one's father." 

** Or one's mother/' said Pendarres, who had 
joined ns without being pereeived by Lady Jane. 
He spoke in a half-«omic, half-snlky voice, which 
yet betrayed sympathy with Jane's present feel- 
ings* She raised her head. ** But then to g^in 
a brother I Lady Jane — and snch a brother I" he 
added in a mock-heroic tone. Lady Jane smiled 
now, and held ont her hand proudly and grace- 
fully, which Pendarres, suddenly grave, kissed 
with respect. She blushed, and drew back em- 
barrassed, discovering more natural sensibility than 
she was believed by either of us to possess. There 
was, indeed, a slight degree of embarrassment a- 
mong ns all. 

Lady Jane spoke first. 

<< I must say, Mr. Pendarves, that you have been 
tolerably snccessfol in misconstruing every action 
of mine, and in thinking the worst possible of me." 

<< Pardon me, Lady Jane — of yonr faults I have 
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Striven to think the best pessible^^t is not my 
blame if mj understanding won't wink, when my 
*— perhaps mj^^fratemal regard^ would bid it. 
But we are now both to be put on our trials — ^let 
us see who behaves best henceforth, and let our 
friend Jane be umpire.'' 

'< Done, Pendarves !" cried the lady frankly, and 
again extending her hand to ratify the bargain; 
but before it could be formaUy sealed, she quickly 
drew it back, crying, *^ Nay, I must not tax your 
new-bom, brotherly love, so far, and so frequently. 
Besides, I take you at Vantage. I am half-re- 
formed abready ; and with such a motive as yon 
were generous enough to hold out, just now, in 
my hearing, while in the next room" 

<< Nay^ Lady Jane^ I may have been presump* 
toons — but truth " 

<< Nay, leave us now, brother Edward ; and 
don't spoil a good scene with a lame explanation." 

*< Our mother says I am to have the honour of 
finding you her substitute in correspondence while 
I am abroad, Lady Jane." 

'< I dar«not disobey &ur mother, Mr. Edward." 

** And if Miss Jane add her little postscript/' 
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said he, looking to me,—- and Lady Jane took np the 
sentence :— 

<< Sach as < Lady Jane^ I am happy to say, has not 
been in a passion above three times this week.' < Lady 
Jane has not been seized with one of her silent rages 
since Sunday, when her Papa ordered her to shew 
rather less incivility to the Carate's wife. Lady 

Jane, on being lately asked by old Captain how 

she did, with hopes she had canght no cold at the 
theatre, replied, with wonderful condescension, that 
she was pretty well considering ; and hoped that 
her new brother Pendarres, would in his own way 
acknowledge the exceeding kindness, and honour- 
able treatment she had received from that veteran ; 
as she chose rather to place herself in her brother's 
handS; than have her little faults travel out of the 
family." Her tone became very earnest as she pro- 
ceeded; and Pendarveg, who perfectly understood to 
what she alluded, appeared delighted with the 
thoughtfulness and generosity of the speech, and 
with the confidence it implied in himself: — ^he 
warmly shook hands with ns both, — saying, now 
indeed he was sure he had found a sister. On his 
departure I had a long and kind| and nnreserved 
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conversation with my young godmother, whom I 
found pe^cdy reasonable on every point, save tbe 
unhappy Jane Ford ; on this we agreed to obsenre 
a truce. While we were still conversing, that un- 
fortunate girl drove off. For the remainder of her 
story I must refer you, my good friends, to my sis- 
ter's story of the Talented Family ^ where Jane 
again appears. 

As soon as she was fairly off, the Marquis joined 
us and rallied us both, on our sagacious penetration 
into love-plots, andfondn.essfor discovering romantic 
adventures and perplexities in common affairs. I 
was heartily ashamed of my own share in those ab- 
surdities, and looked like a simpleton, I presume ; 
when he said, pinching an ear of each lady, " Gro, 
monkeys, to your plain-work and embroidery, for 
five years to come ; — ^yon had almost made a fool 
of me, as well as of yourselves, — perhaps the great- 
est of the three. But if one Jane be cured of her 
pride, another checked in her enthusiasm, and tbe 
third painfully taught the folly of her silly and 
false ambition— All is Well that ends Well." 

Nothing now remained to me but to sooth the 
hysterics, and dry the tears of Mademoiselle. Poor 
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Mademoiselle with her << good French heart/' her 
happy French temper,, certainly loved me, thoagh 
I believe the original and moving canse of her re- 
gard» was, that I had been taught dancing by a 
French female professor. To this she attributed 
all the virtues which she imputed to me ; my good 
temper,— -my politeness, — my obligingness, all 
sprung from the one cause. I was deputed to 
break her dismissal to her. It was softened by 
every delicate attention, and by liberal presents, 
meant to mend her smaU /wn^ion, with«a bonne tanie 
at Amiens, of whom I liked to hear her speak with 
so much affection, and to whose little home she had 
invited me a thousand times. She had always in- 
sisted so vehemently on her misery, in the sad so- 
journ of our land of fog and ennuif that I believed 
her, till I found that she resembled her country- 
man, the lover^ who liked to leave his mistress 
that he might speak about her. At our melancholy 
parting she would have forced upon me her pearl 
ear-rings, — ^her best crucifix, — even her caettmere^ 
if I could have accepted of such valuable pledges of 
her friendship. She sat night and day framing de- 
vices to be given as souvenirs to her English friends. 
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The French are said to exeel in the expression of 
sentiment. Mademoiselle's gift to myself was 
most emphatic On the centre of a gold-bordered 
hand-screen was painted a bouncing heart, of almost 
fiill size, deft, riyen, rent — emblem of her own 
— by grief understood, though the marks were 
more like those of the cleaver. The bleeding 
emblem was surmounted by a scroll bearing, in a 
genuine French hand, the legend, 

Broking for parting you ! 

When this was found under my plate, on the morn- 
ing that Mademoiselle set off for Amiens, under 
the escort of Pendarves and his travelling com- 
panion, I cannot tell whether grief or mirth predo- 
minated with me. The Marquis certainly laughed 
very heartily. I slipt away my token, which I 
have carefully preserved ; while he said, '^ And 
these are the governesses we bring over to take 
charge of the education of English girls of family ! 
We g^ve up their childhood to the vulgar sycophant 
Marthas^ and their youth if not to artful Jane 
Fords, yet to frivolous, half-educated foreigners, 
always strangers to our habits, our manners^ our 
very language ; and then wonder that they grow 
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up heartless, arrogant, ignorant, and sliallow ; and 
that the middle ranks of society boast more 
accompHshed, and better educated, as well as more 
amiable women than — -{IiaH Life« 
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